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(On account of the precedent established by ‘Omer, I ain't agoin’ to ett ling 


By Corporat L. M. Conno.iy 


Illustrated by CuHartes SARKA 


I. PICTURES Il. 
ORN of a 


brain, long since 


The Conundrum of the Worksh 


MUSIC 


Heard at first in the levee camps; 


ops 


w nothing 


congealed 
By opium, hemp and coke. 
Birthed of a raving mind that reeled 
From the fumes of the hop-joint 
smoke. 

\ riot of colors and lines and shades, 
While the artist’s reason whirls; 
Impossible shapes and hues ar- 
rayed 


The Magazine Cover Girls, 


Something we “never can under- 


stand,” 

Like a nightmare torn apart. 

We echo the devil behind our 
hand; 


“It’s pretty; but is it Art?” 


Ill. POETRY 
Caused by the torrid Georgia sun, 
Blamed on the midnight dew, 
Concussion made by 
Traced to the “Hoover Stew”’ 
Lack of rest from the daily grind; 
Wishing that I were free, 
Army life on a feeble mind 
I tender this to Thee! 
Hikes and drills in the drifting sand, 
Wearing away my heart, 
I hear you whisper behind your 


hand, 


The modern Jazz-Band Air. 


Swiped from a convict’s song. 

Butchered and hacked with drags 
and vamps; 

Served to the dance-mad throng. 

Heeding the call for “Novelty, 
please”’; 

Shooing away dull care. 

From the Blasé Bunch of the Tango 
Teas; 


Copped from the minstrel’s practice 
notes; 

Sold in the music mart. 

Who’ll explain what the song de- 
notes: 


“It’s pretty; but is it Art?” 


a 3-inch gun, 


“It’s pretty; but is it Art?” 
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He Was BEGINNING TO DIFFERENTIATE THE FROG’s CHORUS FROM THE OwWL’s SOLO 


The Psy-Psychol-Psychology of It 
By W. T. Nicno.s 


Illustrated by ALBERT LEVERING 


HE family doctor—he was a general practi- 
tioner and general results man—told Peters 
he was all in and needed a rest. The special- 
ist said the same thing, only it sounded more 
impressive and cost more. The plain medico 

told Peters to take to the woods; the oracle suggested 
an Adirondack camp or a limousine loop of the war 
profits grand circuit. 

Peters compromised. He and Nettie, the wife of 
him, hired a cottage, which had “Idyllewylde” painted 
over the door. The Peterses called it “Castle Two- 
Mile.” That was because the lake it faced was two 
miles long, and it was two unusually long miles to the 
nearest store. Also it was two miles—in the opposite 
direction—to the pair of bars that represented the 
F. O. B. point of delivery of the milk supply. 

“Grand place to rest up,” quoth Peters, as he 
turned in the first night at nine o’clock. By eleven he 
was beginning to differentiate the frogs’ chorus from the 





owls’ solos and the stake-drivers’ anvil practice. At 
2:30 he knew when the night shift went off duty, and the 
competitive heralding of the dawn began in the chicken 
yards of farms across the pond. 

Peters bore this for three nights. Then he volun- 
teered to go for the milk. He returned with the milk- 
man and a horse and wagon. 

““We hike,” he announced to Nettie. 
of resting up is getting to me.” 

They drove many miles, leisurely. They came to a 
bigger lake, beside which stood many houses of call. 
At each of the first half-frozen Peters shook his head.. 
Nettie wondered; so did the driver. The houses were 
brave and gay in fresh paint and fluttering flags, and 
summer gowns brightened the piazzas. Nettie sup- 
pressed a little sigh; she, too, was a bit fed up on 
Castle Two-Mile’s restfulness. 

They came to another hotel, very spic and span, but 
with nobody stirring about it. Peters bent forward; . 


“This thing 


mae 














and that reconciled Nettie. The hop 
that started at 2 A. NM. gave her a 
shock, but it was a very mild shock 

“It’s this way,” Peters ex- 
plained. “Late birds, all these 
folks. Don’t want to disturb em 


he nned the premises; he 
clutched the driver's arn 

‘Lord! Look at that string of 

ric light posts * he exclaimed 

[urn in! This is where we stop.” 


\ vawning clerk was just taking 


place at the desk as they en- unnecessarily —that’s the theory. 
tered; a trim maid, duster bearing, Way to get real rest. And say! 
whisked out of sight Peters They’ve got a rest room, in one of 
glanced at his watch. The hands the wings—meant to soothe tired 
pointed to five minutes after twelve citv nerves. Let’s take a look at it.” 


“Sneaking of the eating line, 
he remarked lightly, “you may 

when ready, Gridley 

‘Early breakfast will be served 
n the small dining room at twelve- 


rt 


But Nettie preferred to take a 
look at a new step, then being 
exemplified on the floor. 

“Well, you'll know where to find 
me,” quoth Peters and strolled off. 

It may have been half an hour 
before Nettie hunted him up. A 
directing sign or two helped her. 
The rest room was down a long 
corridor, at the very end, in fact. 


A curious mingling of sounds also 


thirty, sir,” said the clerk courte- 


} 


ou 


Nettie gave a start “TI beg 
your pardon! Break—” she began; 
but Peters was impolite enough to 
interrupt her. 





“Breakfast sounds mighty good served as guide. 
to me. Let’s let it go at that.” She peered into the room and saw 
It proved to be a very good breakfast, but undeni- a fat gentleman, deep in an easy chair. On the wall just 
ably a Breakfast, just as the next meal, at 6:30 was beyond him an automobile horn honked loudly at inter- 
luncheon, and so officially designated. The Peterses vals. Every time it sounded a placard showed beside it. 
had noted that 4:30 appeared to be the official bathing ‘“‘ You don’t have to jump!” read the card; and the fat man 
hour. Also they remarked that though the place was blissfully smiled. Half a dozen feet away another man, 
fairly ablaze with electric lights after nightfall, the in a still deeper and more luxurious chair, rapturously 
guests mostly vanished in their rooms. surveyed a line of loops of leather. ‘These are straps,” 
Nettie came to Peters as he was smoking contented- said an accompanying legend, “but you don’t have to 
ly on the porch—it was then 10:15. be a straphanger.”” Over in a corner an ingenious device 
“Would you believe it!” she whispered. “Every- cleverly imitated a locomotive whistle—and a loud- 
body’s napping—our maid just told me. And, by the voiced talking machine made proclamation: “To 
way, she dropped a friendly hint that we're ex- thunder with all trains! You don’t have to catch em!” 
pected to dress for dinner—at 1 A. M.!” \ bov in buttons moved about the room, paging “ Mister 
Peters nodded. “Sure!” ts . Taintyou.” Then the discord 
he said. ‘“*Good idea.” 4 2°4 of two jarring telephone bells 
Nettie looked her perplex- % drew Nettie’s attention. Tele- 
ty. “But—but your needed ty * phones, as she knew, were the 
t, dear 63 bane of Peters’s existence. It 
Peters grinned “Hanged bewildered her, therefore, to 
| don’t believe I’m beginning behold him in a chair drawn 
» get it.” Suddenly, he close to the instruments. His 
caught Nettie’s arm. “Look figure was relaxed, his hands 
here, girl! I was talking to were folded peacefully, his head 
the proprietor just now and drooped forward. Nettie stole 
he’s got an idea, he has. For up to him. She touched his 


shoulder. He looked up, 
sleepily. 

Again both telephones 
rang. Nettie turned to them 
impatiently—and saw another 
placard. “Let ’em ring their 
heads off; you don’t have to 
answer ’em,”’ it said. 

Nettie bent over Peters. 
His eves were closing again; 
the smile of a great content was 
on his face. 

“Tell you this—this vaca- 
tion business is all psy—psycho 


city folks this rural rest 
notion—got to be worked 
a er diplomatically. No 
lent changes, you know 
] a ? 
\ wical rather than ma- 
ial (set me?’ 


‘] don’t,” Nettie pro- 


‘Well, it hits me as a 


hty good hunch,” Peters 


. * * 





That 1 A. M. dinner was ex- 





cellent. Nettie couldn’t under- Drawn | R B y wn a 
stand it at all, but she saw SE a Sa psycholog—” he murmured, 
that the other guests seemed Stee: tn ate weal f been more suitable @nd dropped asleep in the 


to like the plan. Sodid Peters, for me after all.” middle of the word. 

















this bank: = J f ‘lothes 
Br here's al g " 
America’s Real Stuff 
B FRED ] ADD 


HEN you were a gosling kid, 
and the spring floods filled 
all the streams in your 

vicinity to their banks, vou went to 
the old swimming hole, a deep and 
mighty sheet of water, a part of the 
vast and turbulent river which pon- 
derously, dangerously, eddied by. 
You gazed. You determined. You 
announced (to a chosen few). You 
set the date. 

gut it snowed somewhat, 
on that day, and you bore another 
week of suspense. You even became 
aware that there were certain idi- 
otic mutterings among the youth 
of the neighborhood, some of whom 
basely predicted that when it came 
to the Plunge you would not be 
there. 

But you were there! To be sure, 
you were there in a rather peculiar 
condition as to your corporeal self: 
your heart was beating violenting 
against the roof of your mouth, and 
your legs had St. Vitus dance; but 
you were there! As you removed 
your garments in the chill and biting 
wind, and gazed up at the leaden 
sky with an awful wonderment as to 
whether you would ever see the sky 
or any of your friends, or Family, 
again, your heart sank suddenly into 
your feet, and you doubted if you 
could get as far as the bank and 
say good bye to the world in a fierce, 


passionate, despairing, _ terrible, 











plunge 


swirling waters. 
The temperature of the fluid into 
urposed to hurl your 


one-half degrees. — 
You have no definite recollection 


from 
mising Puritan ancestors, you did 
not vield up the ghost in those icy 
You reached 
You dressed, with 
your teeth chattering furiously and 
Yankee Doodle! 
You looked into the great arch of 
Sky, and were grateful that it was 
there, and you considered it a beau- 
tiful, beautiful sky. 

The plaudits of the generous 
ones among your confreres pleased 


You swam! 


could quite account. 


voung life was about thirty-two and 


of how vou made the Bank, unless 
you recall that Willie 
just previously shrilled the malign 
words, “THe dassent!”’ 


And, thanks to a strong consti- 
uncompro- 


home, and were 
from some mysterious 
malady for which neither your folks 
learned family physician 
Sut you sur- 


She 


the 


into 


3ighead had 


sick 


By Artuur L. SALiion 


—— n no time to mect me \ll 


forces are exerted 
lor the great titanic truggle;: her affectior 
diverted 


advances 


For her heart is now Economy’s and her soul 


High Finance's 


In devising meatless dinners busy now her pretty 


hand is; 


base candies. 


Osteopathy, hygienics, Food control and 


conserving, 


\re the topics that she tackles with an energy un 


swerving; 
And my loss excites the question—though I 
such hope is vanity 


I 


ear 


Y 
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Occupied with mighty matters, she discourage 


declines alluring sweetmeats, she repudiates 


How to snatch a compensation from the Spoiler 


of humanity 


in No Man's 
Drawn by Mere Jounson 
: ‘Now Bertram, I don’t want a 
of L. Again ee —— 
: a roe lot of those French girls falling im 
If Cupid could be interned a while it love with you. Promis: me you'll 
the high of put on your gas mask f you se 


n coning 
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if 
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Drawn by W. & R. Van AspaLe 
Fair Chauffeur—I'm not 


Ditto Bicycle Cop Sut 








exceeding the limit! 


yu are That’s my fiance 


Moods of a Modern Philosopher 


By BENJAMIN 


The Magical Well 


HE greatest phenomenon of all history is said to 

be the revelation of the German soul. But we 

know the causes of this phenomenon; hence it 

is no mystery. It is France that is the mysterious 
and unexplainable fact in the world. 

Her history is a series of dazzling eruptions. In fact, 
it is not history; it is a world fairy-story. Read this 
unbelievable story day by day. It is a series of tre- 
mendous surprises. Drawing her strength from some 
mysterious spiritual well, she resuscitates herself over 
night. She is a Phoenix that rises from her ashes each day. 
Her victories are the new seven wonders of the worl 

We no longer ad- p 
mire her; we stand 


} 
; 
A 


in awe of her, as 
before the supernat- 
ural. To the German 
mind, bottled up in 
its formulas, she will 
ever be a supreme 
enigma. 

What is the source 
of this magical well 
whence the country of 
Jeanne and Napoleon 
draws its cleansing 
and revivifying forces! 
Where the Prome- 
thean tube whence she 
draws her formidable 
re-creative fires? 

France is not a 
country; it is a 
Spirit! 

Today 
A TREMENDOUS 
. idea jumped out 
of its cribin the uncon- 
scious and sat up, 
wide-awake, right on 
top of the brain of the 


PY 


sew te Wet A 
Drawn by 'T. S. SuLitvant 


opinion that Germans are swine. 





“I am very glad of this opportunity. Some time ago I expressed the 


De CASSERES 


Practical Man smoking his pipe meditatively in his 
easy-chair. 

“What are you going to do with me, eh?” said the 
Tremendous Idea, kicking its legs around wildly and 
waving its arms gleefully in the joy of its new-born 
‘I am about two hundred years ahead 
of your time. Are you going to accept me and get 
stoned to death, or foist me on some one else—a poet, 
say—and put the police on his track?” 

“Neither, my friend,” replied the Practical Man 
with acalm smile. ‘ You are way behind the time to ask 
such a question—about five hundred years or so, I reckon. 

“Today, when we get a Tremendous Idea in 
our skulls we film it 
or camouflage it under 
anad. Come along, old 
mossback; we’re going 
to see the director 
general of the Super- 
Super-Filmcraft Cor- 
poration about you. 
\fter he gets through 
with you we'll hand 
what’s left to the ad- 
vertising department 
of the Waterproof 
Soap Corporation.” 


consciousness. 


The Listeners 
“TY ISTENING in” 
on the wires of 
the Allies: Joan of Arc, 
Cromwell, Mirabeau, 
Washington, Paine, 
Lincoln, Grant, Hugo, 
Garrison, Garibaldi, 
Kosciusko, Lafayette. 
“Listening in” on 
the wires of the Ger- 
mans: Attila, Genghis 
Khan, Nero, Calig- 
ula, Tiberius, Borgia, 


Gentlemen, I offer you my apologies. Machiavelli, Satan. 











How to Acquire a Reputation for 
Virtue with a Minimum of 
Personal Discomfort 

Ry Lawree* VA 


AK FE. a list of the driftks vou do not like and give 
Be strict wit 


| ] 


1 vourself in observing 


them up I 
this rule, be strict with your friends. You can- 
not help it if they happen to have a taste for those 
parti ilar drinks 
Confess your peccadilloes to those who have a good 
opinion of vou. It will prevent them from discovering 


your direr sins. 
, 


Pay vour little debts ostentatiously when your ship 


comes home. Let ur big debts take care of them- 
selves 

Do not boast about the virtues you do not possess 
The best plan to conceal them obviously If you are 


not able to blush when they are mentioned turn the 


Let t be nferred when vou take Gladys of the 
“Sillies”’ to supper that you do so in order to save her 
from the vulgar attentions f that villain Rubelhein 
I: vent sally . of course. vou are going to retorm her 








‘ 
Charles A. Hughes- ‘4 


Draw Cuarces A. Hucues 


0 How'd yer come to join the nay 


Du Jes, came natural! All my folks followed the water 


Hold no grudge against Toots because you happen 
to owe him ten dollars. Show him your kindly feeling 
by borrowing more money from him. 

Be prodigal of pennies to beggars. Never give 
more than a nickel: you know the harm mone\ 

Do not deceive Olga with Priscilla nor 
Hester with Prue. Better love all of them 

they are pretty. Be faithless to none 
but faithful to many 

Be unworthy of the women who bore 
vou. 

Never compromise an 
woman. 

Forgive those who do you no harm. 

\ppear to forgiv e those who do good tO 


unattractive 


Ou. 


Help Win the War 


By Viota Brorners Suort 


LWAYS ask for London garters 

Use our justly famed self starters 

Read our “‘ New Lives of the Martyrs” 
Help win the war! 

Sereen your porch with No-Fly Screens 
Sell our helpful magazines 
Eat our porkless, beanless beans 

And get the Kaiser sore! 


Smoke these half-sized near cigars 

Ask for films with ‘“* Moovo”’ stars— 

Rubber heels will kill the jars 
Stand behind our guns! 

Hear our handsome Phonotina 

Lift your corns with Freezolina 

Housewives! Get a Vacu-Cleaner 
And drive out the Huns! 


Ship your goods in motor trucks 
Patriots! Buy our hats! Two bucks! 
Wash your underwear in Flux 

Do your bit to-day! 
Use our garbage can perfumer 
Clean your pants with Grease Consumer— 
Wear the nifty Petti-Bloomer 

Save the U.S. A.! 














Spectators shall be admitted to 
the fight on paymert of $2 for seats 
between the five-yard lines, and of 
$1.50 for seats at either end of the 
stadium. Gate-money, as well as 
money received for popcorn, sand- 
wich, program and cigarette conces- 
sions, shall be divided equally be- 
tween the two nations giving the war, 
and devoted to charitable enterprises. 

Anybody caught betting on the 
fight shall be subject to ten dollars 
fine, or to having one of the armies 
throw lemon pies at him from a dis- 
tance of twelve feet. 


Suggested Rules for Future 
Warfare 


By Kennetu L. Roperts 


ACH army shall be limited to 
EL; twenty-five members, inclusive 

of officers, commissary de- 
partment and buglers. It may, how- 
ever, carry a sufficient number of 
non-combatant doctors, barbers, pas- 
try cooks and shoe-shiners to ensure 
its comfort. 

Members of each army shall be 
chosen by popular vote from male de- 
scendants of the oldest and most un- 
popular families in the nation. Incase 
a nation possesses no old and unpopu- 
lar families, the army may be elected J 
from the largest mortgage holders, the Drawn by H. T. Hustep 
most persistent dog-haters, and the AT THE END OF HIS ROPE the Man. “All my life I have been 
most reckless automobile drivers. searching for you, and never found you. 

Each soldier shall arm himself with a bound volume’ I could not give you up. I was tormented by the 
of the Congressional Record (to use as a portable fort thought of you. I have searched for you in vain. I 
and a weapon of offense at close quarters), one-half could not dismiss you from my mind. You have been 
dozen storage eggs (for long-range throwing), and a_ the cause of more unhappiness than anything else.” 
lemon pie (for short-range throwing). “Well?” 

On a declaration of war between two nations, their “To-day I came to a great resolve. I resolved to 
respective armies shall be escorted to a cement stadium forget you; to put you utterly out of my mind. It was 
erected for that purpose on the boundary-line between _ hard to do this, but I did it. I gave you up.” 
the countries, locked up inside it, and ordered to fight “Exactly” said Happiness, with a smile “‘That’s 
why I am here.” 


The Arrival 
“7 AM Happiness” said the stranger. 
“You have caused me more trouble 
than anything else in the world” said 





to a finish. 
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Rookie Realisms 


By Private Cuester W. SHAFER 
Illustrated by AtBert LEVERING 
IV. PROMOTION ITS THRILLS AND DIFFICULTIES 


ROMOTION is the direct result of stepping out in the army. It is 
progressive, like an evening at bridge, and the coot who redoubles and 
goes over the hump on high wins the plaster bust of the Nike of 
Samothrace. For some, promotion is enigmatic They can’t get 
it. These are the buck privates. For others the idea is as simple as 

the post-mortems of an enveloping objective on an oblique front. These are the 
commissioned and non-commissioned officers 

rhe first promotion, according to the tactical manuals of the military, raises 
1 buck private to the station of a first-class private. This advance carries with it 
a heavy responsibility which runs not so much to what the chevron on the arm 
represents, but to the method of securing it. Invariably this occurs as a puzzle 
to the buck private and his solutions are frequently very entertaining. To hear 
one not included on the select list arraigning those who were promoted, especially 
before a sympathetic audience of fatigue men, is one of the constructive diversions 
of cantonment life. 

Above the private, first class, range the non-commissioned officers—the corporal 
and the sergeant. They wear chevrons—two for the corporal and three for the 
sergeant. Following a general promotion in a company all work is stopped for a 
week to give the men sufficient time to sew on those evidences of their ascension 
While this work is going on it may be readily gathered from those who remain 
privates that the army is a seething mass of political intrigue and that the said 
privates wouldn't have accepted the promotion had it been tendered—even in the 
face of their positive knowledge that they were capable of handling the general- 
issimo job and leading the way through the back alleys of Mannheim on into 
Berlin 

The non-coms carry out the orders of the commissioned officers. Quite often 
they leave them. The private, particularly one of a friendly turn, usually alleges 
that the non-com never would have secured his chevrons unless he had a friend in 
the supply room. And the non-com, in his own clever way of appeasing and 
mollifying, declares before the assembled throng that his only reason for accepting 
the promotion was the extra $6 a month due on pay day 

Promotion is attended by impressive ceremonies. When a private is made a 
private first class, he steps one pace forward and receives the honor. After he gets 
it he can rest easy on the realization that he will spend the remainder of his military 
career wondering what to do with it. Sergeants and corporals receive warrants 
These are picturesque in the wording and the legend is extremely gratifying. The 
warrant points out the reasons for the promotion—“ because of the confidence 
imposed in the ability’’—* military bearing”—‘“‘et cetera”—and is immediately 
appealing. After a sergeant reads his warrant and learns why he was selected, 
he chides himself for not getting out earlier in life and making a concerted run for 
the Presidency. The same warrant, read by a private, excites a feeling of deep 
and profound pity for the feeble and impotent efforts of Baron Munchausen. 

Warrants will boom the framing game after the war. The space over the 
piano in the front room will lose the picture of a jolly crowd of Moose at an annual 
picnic with Father in the front row, a big cigar in his mouth and some other fel- 
low’s wife in his arms. In its stead the warrant will be hung and another great 
class will be taken into the general order of bores. 

Promotions also occur among commissioned officers. These range from a 
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Second Lieutenant to a 
General. The Generals, 
having received all the 
boosts they can expect, 
give their time exclusively 
to the prosecution of in 
telligent warfare. The 
Second Lieutenant, with 
a clear field ahead, is al 
ways on a sharp lookout 
for salutes from the men 
and some good photog- 
rapher who hasn’t been 
privileged to entertain, 
as yet, at asitting. Lieu- 
tenants are converted 
into Captains, Captains 
into Majors, Majors into 
Colonels, and so on, ad 
infinitum. But no mat- 
ter how high they go and 
how many stand solici- 
tously beneath, there is 
always someone on a step 
higher up to be bothered 
about. 
In promotion, and the make her lay an egg? 

capability of the fatigue 

squads, rests the success of the Army. Without these two 
features the resignations would pour into the War Depart- 
ment so fast as to completely swamp the clerks there on duty. 


Drawn by J. R. SHaver 
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Niece (from the city)—I’ve got her focussed, aunt Mary. Won’t you please 
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é oy I beheld my entire 
ral past life flashing before 
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tures,” said the movie 
fan who had keen saved 
from drowning just as he 
was sinking for the third 
| time. ‘But, blast it all, 
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they rescued me too soon, 
and I shall never know 
how it came out in the 
last reel!” 


His Opinion 

Willis—What is your 
reason fcr buying Lib- 
erty Bonds? 

Gillis—Well, for one 
thing, I’d rather lend it 
to Uncle Sam than to my 
wife’s relatives. 


Tough Luck 
**Now, can you beat 
this? A soldier writes and asks me to marry him.” 

“What's the matter, girl?” 
“Name deleted by the censor.” 


Walt Mason 


“Uncle” Walt’s Exclusive Weekly Message to Judge . 


MEET some slackers every day, as I pursue my 
misfit way; I view them with profound alarm, 
I feel they’re doing grievous harm. 

There’s Bilks, who doesn’t pay his debts; 
his obligations he forgets. He stands around the Blue 
Front store, and talks all day, and 
then some more; he tells us how the 
war should go, if we expect to whip 
the foe. He tells us, with a strident 
tongue, what he would do if he were 
young, how he would take his 
rusty gun and go abroad and pot 
the Hun, and shoot the everlasting 
works from all the Austrians and 
Turks. While with his jawbone 
thus he kills, he still neglects to 
pay his bills. The grocer, whom he 
owes for prunes, can’t get his needed 
picayunes, and so the grocer cannot 
buy of bonds a generous supply, or 
help the Red Cross cause along, 
with contributions good and strong. 
If Bilks and all his slacker clan 
would pay the urbane grocer man, Drawn by E. Fronri 
the butcher and the clothier, too, 
there’d be much better times in 
view. 

There’s Jinks, the nuttiest of guys, who’s always 
talking “exercise.” He thinks he'll live a hundred 
years, and be as hearty as three steers, because 
he walks twelve miles a day, along a nicely measured 
way. In rain or shine he makes his hike, with vigor, 





He Tetts Us How tHe War Suoutp Go 
Ir We Expect to Wuip THE Fore 


up and down the pike; and at the gym, with other 
dubs, he swings a lot of silly clubs. He says, “My 
thews are firm and hard, which used to be as soft as 
lard. Oh, there is nothing ’neath the skies, as good as 
outdoor exercise.” If he would saw three cords of oak, 
instead of leaving trails of smoke 
along the rutty rural lane, we'd say 
that he is safe and sane. If he 
would pitch a load of wheat, instead 
of wearing out his feet along the 
dusty country pike, he’d be the sort 
of gent we like. The sort of work 
that doesn’t pay is merely labor 
thrown away; and wasted labor, in 
these times, takes rank with divers 
slacking crimes. I’d rather raise 
a Hubbard squash than walk from 
Charleston to Oshkosh. I'd rather 
raise a Sweitzer cheese than monkey 
withthehightrapeze. I’d rather raise 
a good cigar than try the horizontal 
bar. The man of muscle shouldn’t 
brag unless he wields it for the flag. 

I see the slackers every day; I 
always find them in my way. And 
most of them, with lungs endowed, 
of loyalty aretalkingloud. They gave 
two bits to win the fight; they eat corn bread instead 
of white; they walked a mile in some parade, and helped 
to buy pink lemonade. They talk and talk of what 
they’ve done to can the turgid, tiresome Hun, but never 
pause an hour to view the many things they do not do. 
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Suite, INcLupING A Private Dininc-Room” 


An Unclosed Deal 


By J. A. WaLpRon 


Illustrated by LAWRENCE FELLOWS 


ASS curiosity is less common than mass 
idling in a modish hotel 

Yet an incoming guest in a New York 
hotel recently won the attention of every- 


body in the lobby. He was of the type 
whose age it is difficult to approximate offhand. His 
appearance was distinctly foreign. But possibly the 


servility of his entourage was a contributing cause of 
the glances that followed him. 

\ young man, apparently his secretary, came after 
him deferentially at a studied distance, peering through 
toric lenses, and was followed by two men carrying 
luggage. The luggage bearers were dressed well enough 
to be ordinary persons, but they were very deferential 
to the secretary and seemed afraid to look squarely at 
the man to whom the secretary was subservient. 

The chief stranger was not blind to beauty. He 
gave half a dozen smiles to as many women as he 
passed, and they, looking back at him astonished, 


seemed doubtfully impressed by the compliment. At 
the desk he signed: “Don José de Alvarado, Rio, 
Brazil,’ the secretary standing humbly apart. The 


man-servants, if they were man-servants, more abject, 


finally released their burdens to the inevitable bellboys 
at a word from the secretary. 

Don José’s housing requirements caused the clerk 
at the desk to abandon for the moment his habitual 
insouciance. The newcomer desired an_ elaborate 
suite, including a private dining-room, though his man- 
servants might be lodged apart, he said, if within call. 

The clerk, who was amazed at the contrast between 
Don José’s appearance and his English, which bore no 
foreign trace, promised everything. 

Dismissing his secretary, who in turn dismissed the 
others, Don José strolled carelessly across the corridor 
and back, giving new attention to the women on show. 
Then he entered an elevator. 

An hour later he came down, dressed toppishly, and 
asked the manager for a momentary accommodation, 
turning over for later exchange a handful of large gold 
coins of foreign stamp. Then he ordered an early 
dinner for four persons in his suite, carefully scanning 
and marking a dinner bill that had been brought. Soon 
afterward he disappeared among the throng, leaving 
the hotel on its avenue side. 

Later Don José’s secretary appeared in the lobby 














carrying a book. He sat for a few minutes impatiently, 
when he was joined by the other two. After a brief 
conversation during which the secretary’s superiority 
seemed to be acknowledged by the others, the three 
went out separately. 

Don José was seen frequently about the hotel from 
day today. It was whispered about that he was known 
in Brazil as “The Nitrate King.’”” ‘Two women were 
much with him. One, middle-aged, yet still attractive, 
he introduced as the Marqueza Pereira, and the other, 
younger and a stunning beauty, as the Countess de 
Juliers. One man, a New York banker of note, was also 
seen in his company several times. With him Don José 
talked enthusiastically about nitrate deposits, and a 
deal involving millions was apparently on the carpet. 

One evening, awaiting a private dinner, these three 
were in Don José’s suite with him. The dinner was 
ready to serve when Don José apologized and asked for 
delay until a fourth guest should arrive. The arrival, 
a keen-eyed man of athletic build, was introduced 
simply as “‘Mr. Wellby.” 

‘““He came from Rio with me,” explained Don José, 
**and we have become fast friends.” 

Mr. Wellby proved to be the life of the party. The 
banker, probably ruminating on nitrate profits, was 
proof against the blandishments of the Marqueza. 
Perhaps he would have preferred to cultivate the 
Countess, but Mr. Wellby was monopolizing her. 


As coffee was serving there was a telephone call for 
Don José. Excusing himself he answered in an ad- 
joining room. He returned greatly perturbed. 

“It is from my secretary,” he explained. “He is in 
trouble, with my men-servants.” 

“Trouble?” was the chorus from the others. 

“You have told me,” said Don José, turning to Mr. 
Wellby, “that you are well acquainted with the author- 
ities—the Secret Servic” so called.” 

“Yes,” replied Mr. W ellby. 

“Well, I shall ask a favor of you. They must have 
stupid underlings.” 

“Undoubtedly. What is the particular trouble.” 

“All three of my servants have been arrested.” 

‘Arrested!’ was the chorus again. 

“On what grounds?” Mr. Wellby asked. 

“As German spies. It is absurd! My secretary, 
who is an inveterate sightseer, yet who dislikes to at- 
tract attention, carries a camera in the guise of a book.” 

“Then it is time for me to act,” said Mr. Wellby. 

“Do so, my friend, please!” said Don José ap- 
pealingly. 

“Well, then, you also are under arrest, Don José 
and the Marqueza Pereira, and the Countess de Juliers 

to keep up the comedy of these names.” 

**And who are you, then?” 

Mr. Wellby flipped open his coat, showing a shield. 
“lam from Scotland Yard.” 


Read from Left to Right 







Poor Man! Wsth 
only a left leg ! 


Me names Wright, 
so its a right 


one , See ? 


Unblushingly Perpetrated by Orson Lowe. 


‘TOM WRIGHT had only one left leg—I mean (for of 

course no man has two left legs), I mean he had 
only one leg left; it was a left one, too, but he used to 
claim it was a Wright one, too; he had started in life 
with two Wright legs, said he, and now, having lost one 
right one he had one Wright one left, or one left one left, 
or one Wright left one left, as you chose to look at it. 
Wright lost friends right and left because he argued so 
about it; he insisted he was always Wright, whether he 
called it right or left. If a fellow called it a left leg 
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Of course its a 





right —- ae 


Hold on; it’s the | 
only one left, 


aint it? 








Wright said ’twas a Wright, and if one agreed “twas a 
right Wright said twas the only one left, wasn’t it? 
Wright took a ride on his wheel to get a new left boot 
for the only Wright foot left. ‘“Right-o!” said the 
clerk. “Mr. Wright wants a left boot. Have we any 
left?” “Shelf right there to your left,” said the boss. 
“No, not a one of the right size left. We'll write right 
away for one.” So they wrote right away, but Wright 
rode right away and though the left boot came right 
back, *twas too late. Mr. Wright had left. 
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ODAY Jud thirt 
young. 

With this present issue “the happy 

nedium” achieves its seventy-fifth volume. 

Much water has swirled under bridges, 

much laughter has beat upon the air since the launching 

of this publication in 1881. From the caves of the past 

the echo of many a gifted, golden voice floats forth; 

voices blithe with youth and jubilant; voices singing 

hilarious lays, chanting delectable quips, intoning 

brilliant bon mots. And now not a few of these voices 
are forever stilled. 

The cleverest of our American fun-makers have 
had their say between these covers, have rollicked a 
little while and passed on. Artists whose fame has 
become a thing of national pride have “found them- 
selves” here and cavorted in high pictorial abandon. 
Many of these are yet with us—the elder brothers who 
refuse to grow up, who cannot be persuaded to sit com- 
fortably in a corner and drowse, but who must needs be 
up and busy with their brushes and their quills. These 
cannot be soured by time nor daunted by the blood- 
letting of incredible warfare. A few more silver strands 
are on their heads, a few more wrinkles about the eyes 
those finger prints denoting the ready laugh—but from 
their hands still pour the riches of their humor, from 
their brains still flashes the magic of ideas. 

Of the present generation of jesters Judge boasts 
the best. The young men who, for sound reasons, are 
not yet in trench, or camp, or aboard ship, are giving 
from their store of fancy for the cheering of a nation. It is 
the part of those who 
may not serve with gun 
or bayonet or depth- 
bomb to hearten the 
stay-at-homes and send 
their messages of merri- 
ment flashing through 
their drawings or verse 
or prose. 

To brighten the lives 
of half a million readers 
every week is the task 
imposed upon Judge and 
to do the job without 
vulgarity, without ran- 
cor, without clowning, 
requires all there is of ’ 
editorial acumen and 
vision. To laugh in the 
faceof Fateisan Ameri- Drawn by Sanrorv Tousey 
can characteristic; to Shade of Napoleon—It 


y-seven-and-a-half years 








can’t be done, Wilhelm! 
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mile when hurt, to spin a yarn while the life-boat is 
being bailed, to fling a jibe at the blood-lusting Hun as 
he charges henna the mud with murder in his eye 

that is our native way. And Judge accurately reflects 
the spirit of America while offering the humor of the 
whole round globe in its pages. Judge, too, is doing 
this at a time when humor more than ever before must 
he foil to gravities enforced by the red conflict of 





play 
nations. 

As to the war itself Judge offers in words and pictures 
a sure relief from the strain of apprehension, offers a 
gentle balm and the banishment of the blues. 

30 here’s a toast to the wits of other days, and 
bumper to the wags of now. May we never lapse from 
laughter nor fail to fetch the ready grin when things go 
all awry or the clouds hang low and threatening! 


JuDGE—MENTS 


GIRL may respect a man who goes in for bridge 
A work, but before she loves him she wants to know 
whether he means teeth or trenches. 
* * 7 

Kaiser Wilhelm, of the firm of Me und Gott, “ rever- 
ently admires God’s hand in history,” and proceeds to 
put his foot in it. 

* 7 * 

The National party, just born, is so named because 
it will be a party if it lives to grow up and national when 
it gets some votes. 

* * 

Life’s little tragedies: The new voter is told that 
she is the balance of power, and then she gets notice 
from the bank that 
her balance is over- 
drawn. 

* * * 

The Green Moun- 
tain State promises a 
bumper crop of maple 
sugar, but when it isn’t 
flapjackless day, it’s 
country sausageless day 
—andevery day it’s boy 
appetiteless day—so 
what’s the use? 

* * * 

Our zeal for the 
cause needn’t be so un- 
remitting that the war 
committees will have 
to wear out their type- 
writers with “please 
remits.” 














a 





bx 


] FOOL STUFF 


it Aa ca A IPI ame 


Ma ret 


His Professional Eye—A Benevolent 
old bookseller had added to his stock 
some views of various foreign towns, 
together with many of the most famous 
Eastern places. 

Among the latter was a particularly 
fine photograph of Jerusalem. 

One day he was leisurely contemplat- 
ing this when he caught sight of the local 
chimney sweep passing the door. 

Calling him in, he asked him what he 
thought of the picture of Jerusalem. 

The chimney sweep looked at the 
picture for a moment 
or two, and then, 
passing his hand over 
his chin, replied: 

“Awfu’ scarce of 
chimbleys, Mr. 
Brown, awfu’ scarce 
of chimbleys!’’ 
London Tit Bits 


His Status—‘I 
noticed you being 
subjected to one of 
Gabbleton’s mono 
logues yesterday. In 
a case like that I 
don’t suppose you 
have to hold up your 
end of the conver- 
sation?” 

“Oh, no. When 
Gabbleton is doing 
the talking anybody 
else who happens to 
be in his vicinity is 
strictly a receptive 
vessel.” —Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


The Out Step—On the examination 
paper of an engineering college one of the 
questions ran: “What steps would you 
take in determining the height of a build- 
ing, using an aneroid barometer?” 
Answering this, one youthful aspirant 
wrote: “I would lower the barometer 
by a string and then measure the string.” 
— Boston Transcript. 
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The Wittiest Though cd abe the Prightest Minds 


Not All Gone—First Steno—It’s too 
bad your friends have all married and 
left you in the soup. 

Second Steno—Oh, I don’t know! 
There are still a few good noodles left! 
Flyleaf. 


Keyed for Action—Policeman 
What is your business? 

Prisoner—I am a locksmith 

Policeman—Well, what were you 
doing in that gambling-house we just 
raided? 

Prisoner—I was making a bolt for 
the door just as you came in!—London 


Tit Bits. 


Unthinkable! 
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In the Stone Age—“We’re getting 
soft and effete,” declared the first cave 
man. 

“Look at my brother’s daughter. 
She’s about to be married. You know 
the part of the ceremony where the 
groom taps the bride on the head?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, they’re rehearsing it with a 
stuffed club.””—KAansas City Journal. 


That’s Settled—-Redd—Do you be- 
lieve that two can live as cheaply as one? 

Greene—Well, the 
gasoline doesn’t cost 
any more.—VYonkers 
Stalesman. 
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Expensive Exper- 
ience— “So you 
never make fun of 
your wife’s hats.” 

“No, I’ve got over 
that.” 

“You did once 
then.” 

“Yes, and she kept 
on buying others 
trying to please me.” 

-Boston Transcript. 








“T’d join the Women’s Auxiliary Army Corps, Gladys, if they’d let me wear kilts!” 
“Good gracious, child!—you couldn’t expose your legs in that manner!’ 


No Cause to Worry—Cholly—After 
all, fools make life amusing. When all 
the fools are dead I don’t want to be 
alive. 

Charlotte—Don’t worry, you won't 
be.—Boston Transcript. 


He Must Be—“Is Jones a deep 
thinker?” “He must be. None of his 
ideas ever get to the surface.’’—Boston 
Transcript. 


Not so Fortu- 
nate—“ Do you ever 
have any little differ- 
ences of opinion with 
your wife?” 

“* Never,” said Mr. 
Dubwaite. 

“Happy man.” 

“Don’t misunderstand me. Mrs. Dub- 
waite is the sort of woman who regards 
any disagreement with her views as 
monstrous.” —Birmingham Age-Herald. 


’—London Opi nion. 


Identical Thoughts—‘“Do you and 
your wife ever think the same?” 

“When I’m out late at the club we do. 
She keeps thinking what she’ll say when 
I get home, and so do I.”—Boston Tran- 
script. 
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LOVE 





Looking Forward—He was a strik 


ingly handsome figure in his uniform as 
he started out upon his round of fare 
wel calls z 

And you'll think of me every single 
minute when you're in those stupid old 
trenches?”’ questioned the sweet young 


thing upon whom he first called 


He nodded emphatically “Every 
minute.” 
“And you'll kiss my picture every 
night 
['wice a night,” he vowed, rashly 


patting the pre tty head on his shoulder 

‘* And write me long, long letters?”’ she 
insisted 

“Every spare minute I have,” he 
reassured her, and hurried away to the 
next name on his list 

[here were ten in all who received his 
promises 

When it was over he sighed. ‘I hope,” 
he murmured, wearily, “there won’t be 
much fighting to do ‘over there.’ I’m 
going to be so tremendously busy.”’ 
Lond. nN Opin n 

There’s Many a Slip—‘* Now we are 
engaged,”’ faltered the timid suitor, “I 
I presume I may kiss you as much as I 
please, mayn’t I?” 

“Yes, dear,”’ replied the girl sweetly 
“Make the best of the time you've got 
One never knows how long an engagement 
will last in these days!”"—London Ideas. 


A “Firm” 





Perfect Logic 

















En mme, monsteur, voila plus de trois ar 
u us étes en ances.” 
Comment ca? Sacrebleu!” 
Dan i¢pu le nou yw , uerr 
7] , q - Pa sir a une 7)? a7 
Zien dé iad paix 
“Well, sir, vy have 1 enjoyed your 
three years’ vacation?” 
“What do you 1 n—three years’ vaca 
a!” 
“Why you can’t have had anything to d 
n war time, being a gu n of the peace.” 





Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 

Foreign Rehearsals—S/e (to her re 
turned You’ve been making 
love to those French girls 

He—Why do you think that? 

She Because you've improved so 
Boston Transcript. 
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Estat actual de [ofensiva alemanya al front de Franga. 
The Hun sticks—but does he enjoy it?—Campana de Gracia (Barcelona). 


A Nice Country—‘I’m so happy, she 
said. “Ever since my engagement to 
Bertie the whole world seems different 
I don’t seem to be in dull, prosaic Eng- 
land, but in ‘i 

“Lapland,” suggested the 
brother.—-London Ideas. 
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Beats a Buzz Fan—‘ Does the fact 
that a musician has long hair and shakes 
it hither and yon enable him to play 
better?” 

“T should think it would enable him to 
play better in Birmingham 
A ge Herald. 

An Illinois Musical Note—Following 
this number he will play a violin solo 
with a seventy-pound English bulldog 
strapped to the arm that carries the bow. 

Illinois State Journal. 

Scenery—“Our public library is a 
favorite with film people,” said the man 
from Plunkville 

“As to how?” 

“Last week it figured as the ducal 
palace, home of a steel millionaire, 
Ufuzzi gallery, temple of Diana, and sum 
mer residence of the Czar.’’—Philadelphia 
Bull tin. 


A Wild Night in Oshkosh—Charles 
Wark, a young man of youthful appear- 
ance, slight in build compared with the 
woman, and gray as to hair, was at the 
piano. He understands perfectly how 
best to accompany 
He knows what volume is required, what 
shading is desirable, how much of it, and 
he follows every motion of the singer to 
detect her next requirement in the matter 
of piano support. He not only knows 
these things, but he does them. That is 
why he is such an excellent accompanist. 
The piano was 


the prima donna 


He wore evening clothes 
finished in black, one of the low concert 
type of instrument, with a little outward 
turn, on the top of which the singer 
rested an arm _ occasionally.—Oshkosh 
Northwestern. 


Hopeless Outlook—‘‘What are we 
going to do to improve the quality of 
motion picture scenarios?” 

““What can we do?” replied the pessi- 
mistic person, “so long as people are 
willing to pay from 25 cents to $1 
each just to see a movie vampire eat 
breakfast in bed?"—Birmingham A ge- 
Herald. 

















LAW and LAWYERS 


Not Queer to Him—-/riend—Queer 
saying, that about truth lying at the 
bottom of a well 

Lawyer—You wouldn't think so if you 
knew the amount of pumping we lawyers 
sometimes have to do to get it—Boston 


Trans ript. 


Retired in Bad Order—/udge—The 
complaint against you is that you de 
serted your wife 

Prisoner—I ain’t a deserter, judge; 
I’m a refugee. Look at the welts on my 
head and this black eye Boston Trans 

ript 


The Excuse— The poor cripple 
thumped his crutch on the ground and 
said to his lawyer 

“Merciful heavens, man, your bill is 
outrageous! You are taking four-fifths 
of my damages: I never heard of such 
extortion! 

‘I furnished,” said the lawyer coldly, 
“the skill, the eloquence and the legal 
training for your case.” 

‘Yes, but I,” said the client, ruefully 
glancing at his injuries, “I furnished the 
case itself.” 

‘Bosh!” sneered the lawyer. ‘ Any- 
body can fall down a coal hole Chicago 


Herald 


Paradoxical—* There is one thing in 
a lawyer’s profession which is different 
from any other.”” “What is that?” 
“The longer he is at it the more he 
has of a brief carcer.’-—Ballimore Amer- 


ian 


Inconsistent — HV ifness He looked 
me straight in the eye and 

Lawyer—There, sir, you've flatly 
contradicted your former statement. 

How so?”’ 

“You said before that he bent his gaze 
on you. Will you please explain how he 
could look you straight in the eye with 


a bent gaze?’’—London Tit-Bits. 
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YOUNG THINGS 
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An Ovation—‘‘Never got such an 
evation in my life.” 

‘How so, girlie?” 

“You know when a young man lifts 
his hat to a lady every young man who 
happens to be with him does the same.”’ 

“Of course.” 

“Well, Ferdy bowed to me from the 


Feminine Sarcasm 





The solditer—\ played a really decent game of golf this morning. Had at least a dozen mag- 


The girl All at one hole? London Ot ’ n. 


middle of his marching club and three 
hundred young men lifted their hats.” 


Kansas City Journal. 


Idle Curiosity—‘‘ That old gentleman 
over there is Professor Diggs. He knows 
the dimensions of all the stars.” 

“Do introduce me!” exclaimed Miss 


Gadder. 


The Food Shortage in Holland 














of; fee 





German Michel (to Dame Netherlands)— 
Perhaps you can make use of my old hunger 


belt.—De Amsterdammer (Amsterdam). 


“Are you interested in astronomy?” 


“Certainly not. I’ve always wanted 
to know the exact weight of Billie Burke.” 
Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Such a Silliness!—‘ Ever go fishing 
with a girl?” 

“Once.” 

‘Did she protest against hurting the 
fish?”’ 

“No. She said she was sure they 
were perfectly happy, because they were 
all wagging their tails.’”—Washington 
Star 


Those Dear Girls Again— Miss M ud- 
die—Do you know anything that is 
really good to preserve the complexion? 

Miss Knox—Why, dear? Are you in- 
interested in somebody who has one’ 
Boston Transcript. 


Feminine Diplomacy "ae, 5 
finally got rid of him,” she said, “ with- 
out having to tell him in so many 
words that I never could learn to love 
him. I didn’t want to do that, because 
he’s an awfully nice fellow, and I should 
have been very sorry to cause him pain.” 

‘How did you manage it?” her friend 
asked. 

“Why, you see, he’s subject to hay 
fever, so I decorated the house with 
golden rod whenever he sent word that 
he was coming.” 
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The Utility of Tear Gas 





WHIMSIES 


Father Knows Everything—Whe: 
the Amazonian marchers in the musical 
comedy came down to the front of the 
stage and began stepping high in the 
chorus of a song number, a small boy 
who sat with his father in the front row 
whispered hoarsely 

“What's them?” 

And father, who was monopolizing the 
opera glasses, softly replied 

“Those, my son, are the shock troops.” 


‘Youngstown Telegram 


To Be Thankful For—In every 
situation there’s something to be thank 
ful for. For instance, when there is 
nothing left to delight you, you can feel 
thankful that you are not playing a bass 
drum with the Russian troops—Bu fal 
News 


Discouraged—Our own experience in 
attempting to restore a bald spot on the 
lawn convinces us that the man who 
makes two blades of grass grow where 
none grew before is not only a benefactor 
but a wizard as well.—Akron Times 


How He Escaped—<A north woods 
guide who survived the hunting season 
tells how he made a neat use of camou- 
flage. He made himself up like a deer 
and did not get shot—Chicago News 


Moist—The eye of a little London 
girl was attracted by the sparkle of dew 
at early morning in a park. 


es 


Sore Ae 





Mamma,” she exclaimed, “it’s hot 
ter’n I thought it was.’ 

“What do you mean, darling?”’ 

Look, the grass is all covered with 

perspiration.” —London Tit-Bits 

A Caution Resented—* Mind that 
step,” said the very young policeman to 
the very old offender, as he reached the 
police-station entrance with his charge 


“Garn,”” growled the hardened old 
jailbird; “I knew that there step afore 
you was born.’’—London Fun. 


A Friendly Tip 











. 








‘Never you eat nothink you pick up in the 
street, Mrs. ’Arris; because I see the ’Uns 
is dropping poison stuff about.”—The Tatler 
(London). 





Hopeless—*‘I feel that my fate hangs 
on a hair.” 


““Good heavens! And you're bald?”’ 


Baltimore American 


Hard to Please Everybody—*'! wish 
I had a sunny lot in life.”’ 

“Great gosh! it is hard to please 
everybody Here I am planting shade 
trees all over mine.”’—Baltimore Ameri 
can 

Strong Stuff—Old Lady (discussing 
tea shortage I s’pose they want it all 
for munitions—I’ve ’eard say they use a 
powerful lot of this T. N. Tea.—London 


( dp nion. 


Did All the Talking—* Confound the 
luck!”’ exclaimed Professor Diggs 

“What's the matter, prole ssor?”’ asked 
Mrs. Diggs 

“T wasted nearly an hour discussing 
the Elizabethan poets with an ignoramus 
who thought I had reference to Elizabeth 
oe 

“Well, I suspect it was your own 
fault,”’ replied Mrs. Diggs. “If you had 
let the poor fellow get in a word or two 
during the ‘discussion’ he would have 
exposed his ignorance and enabled you 
to get home sooner.’’—Birmingham A ge- 


He r ud 


Of Course—Plaisantin offered in pay 
ment of a bill a gold piece which had a 
suspicious ring 

“Here, you’ve given me one of those 
false coins that the counterfeiters have 
just been arrested for making,” said the 
merchant. 

“Impossible,” answered Plaisantin. 
“Tt is dated 1863; if it were false, surely 
it would have been found out before 
this.” —La Gaulois. 


Learning Housework—* My daugh- 
ter is taking a course in domestic science.” 

“* How is she making out?” 

“All right, I infer. She writes that 
she just made the scrub team.”—Kansas 
City Journal. 


Good Idea—‘I’m told I talk in my 
sleep.” 

“Good idea! If a lot of us could do 
our talking that way it would be some 
daylight saving.” —San Francisco Chron- 
icle. 


Naturally—* So your vociferous cousin 
doesn’t want to go to the war! What 
gave him cold feet?” 

“T’m not sure, but I think it was being 
caught in the draft.”—Baltimore Ameri- 
can. 
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Equal to Emergencies—Old Mrrs. 
Donahoe managed to get along in the 
world in spite of her educational de 
ficiencies. One day she was called upon 
by a lawyer to sign a rather important 
paper. 

“You sign it yourself, young man, 
an’ I'll make me mark,” said the old 
woman. “Since me eyes gave out I’m 
not able to write a wurrd.” 

‘“*How do you spell it?” 
pen poised above the proper place. 

“Spell it whativer way ye plaze,”’ said 
Mrs. Donahoe promptly. “Since I lost 
me teeth there’s not a wurrd in the wurrld 
I can spell.’”—-Boston Transcript. 


he asked, his 


Not a Chance—‘How is it ye’ve 
never married, Norah?” 

“G’long wid ye, Mike! Shure the man 
I’d marry ain’t been born yet, an’ his 
mother’s dead.’’—Curtiss Flyleaf. 

He Couldn’t—Passing the “Blue 
Lion”’ the priest caught Pat coming out 
with a jug. 

“Pat, what is it you 
jug?” asked the reverend 
looking very solemn. 

“Whisky, sorr,” answered Pat. 

“To whom does it belong?” asked the 
good man. 

“To me and my brother John, sorr.”’ 


have in that 
gentleman, 
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Beyond Recall 





Hard to Believe 





(Lon- 


Somebody’s Darlings.—Bystander 


, 


“Well, Pat, pour yours out and be a 
sober man.” 

“T can’t sorr,”” answered Pat, “mine’s 
at the bottom.”—Pearson’s Weekly. 


Where He Was—John Ryan ap- 
peared before Justice Aspinwall in the 











“That blinkin’ patent alcohol stove of yourn has gorn out, George.” 
“Well, can’t yer light it again?” 
“No! it’s gorn out through the roof of the dugout.”—London Opinion. 








Supreme Court of Brooklyn recently 
and demanded to be made a citizen at 
once. From his appearance one might 
have guessed that John had fallen down 
several flights of stairs. 

“One 
said the justi e. 

“He started with me,” quoth Ryan, 
“but he said he came from a better part 
of Ireland than I did.” 

“And where is he now?” queried the 


of your witnesses is missing,”’ 


’ 


just ice 

“He’s home,” 
significantly. ‘“‘And_ it’s 
is, your honor.” 

Until his witness recovers his health 
Ryan must remain an alien.—New York 
Tribune. 


replied the applicant 
very sick he 


Considerate—Doctor—You should be 
constantly at your husband’s side, as 
you will need every little while to hand 
him something. 

Mrs. Casey—Niver, doctor! Sure, Oi’m 
not the woman to hit a man whin he’s 
down.—KAansas City Star. 


Recognized Only One—An esteemed 
party named Pat established a livery 
stable in a rural New England town, and 


wishing an appropriate sign, he had 
one painted that pictured a man 
riding a mule. Just after the sign 


was put up Pat’s friend, Mike, rambled 
along. 

“Oi see,” pleasan-ly remarked Mike, 
gazing at the new creation, “thot yez 
have put up a fcine soign.” 

“Yes,” responded Pat, with some show 
of pride. “Phat do yez think av 
it?” 

“Shure, an’ Oi loike it,”’ replied Mike, 
with an expansive smile, “but who is 
the mon thot’s on yer back.” —Philadel- 
phia Telegraph. 
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Their Intelligence—A man in a coun- 
try village was preparing for his fourth 
“flitting” in twelve months. The vicar 
happened to pass, and said, “What, 
moving again, John?” 

“Yes, sir,” replied John. 

“You are taking your poultry, too, I 
see. Aren’t they getting tired of being 
moved about?” 

‘Getting tired! No fear! Why, bless 
you, sir, they are quite used to it by now. 
Every time them hens sees a furniture 
van arrive they run into the yard and lie 
on their backs with their legs in the air, 
waiting to have them tied.”—7it-Bits 
(London). 
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Three's a Crowd—Rookie—There’s 
a young lady wants to entertain a soldier 
from this camp every Tuesday njght, sir 
She says she will serve cake and hot 
chocolate, and will sing and all that 
Sh I gi 


Sergeant No What's her address 


Twisted \ squad of recruits were 


practising communications down a line 
of men in open order formation 

(One message was Hard press¢ ol 
left: send reinforcements at once 

Io the amazement of the officer in 
charge this is how it reached hin Hard 


up on left send three dollars and four 
cents at once Benton Buele 

A Short Night—A trainload of newly 
drafted men reached their cantonments 
late the afternoon By t he time they 
1 through the receiving station 


The Dangerous Path 





—_* 2£Searn 











Tusschen den duivel en 
gelsch Spreekwoord.) 
Setween the De vil and the deep sea” (FE n- 
glish proverb.)—Notenkraker (Amsterdam). 


de diepe zee.—(En- 





At the Idiot Asylum 


“Comment ¢ 


“De mal en p ‘la maintenant qu’ il ¢ 
‘How é day?” 
“O Worse than ever. He A pac 


and the hands of the doctors, it was 


nearly midnight Several of them were 


awakened at { o'clock the follow ing 
morning to assist the cooks in preparing 
breakfast. As one well-built, sleepy 
drafted man got to his feet, he stretched 
and yawned: 

‘It doesn’t take long to spend a night 
in the army.’’—Everybody’s Magazine 

His Hat—‘What do you hear from 
the boy _ 

Nothing much. He says the govern 
ment has issued him one of those steel 
shrapnel helmets, and for the first time 
in his life he has a new hat he isn’t afraid 
somebody is going to sit on.” Detroit 


Free Pr ss 
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Warm Words—*This poet asks me 
to punctuate his verses, as he doesn’t 
know how to do it himself,”’ snarled the 
Sunday editor 

“Well! Well!” 
just dropped ‘in 
bard?” 

“Yes. I punctuated his stuff with so 
many oaths the society editor and three 
Birming- 


said the caller, who had 
“Did you oblige the 


girl reporters left the room.”’ 
ham A ge-Herald 


Sweet Annie—Miss Annie Field 
Davis, the invincible, pretty, irresistible, 
little milliner, will return in due*time for 





our Spring opening, at which time we 
shall have something to offer that will 
be a decided sensation Sylvania (Ga.) 


Tele phe Ne 


True to Type—‘I see where seven 
Frenchmen on trial in Paris for espionage 
claim they are ‘journalists,’ but show no 
ability to write.” 

“Ahem!” said the practical newspaper 
man. “That seems to describe a jour- 
nalist pretty well.’”’—Birmingham Age 
Herald 


The Editor’s Mate—A country editor 
who is also an authority on certain in- 
dustrial matters, recently came up to 
town, bringing his wife along with him. 

This good woman was one afternoon 
the guest of a rather patronizing club- 
woman. 

“So your husband is an editor?” the 
latter asked. 

ad 

“Since you have no family and have 
considerable leisure on your hands, I 
dare say you assist him in his editorial 
work?” 

“Oh, yes,” said the editor’s wife, who 

“T edit nearly all his 
San Francisco Chronicle. 


is also his cook. 
inside matter.” 


- Would-be-contrib— 
“Our Daily 


No Substitute 
Can you use a poem on 
Bread.” 

Editor (without looking up)—No, 
what we want on our daily bread is but- 
ter.—Boston Transcript. 














Wholesale Job—‘‘You told me to 
answer all correspondent eat any hazard.” 

“TI did,” said the proprietor of the 
Plunkville Gazette, “and I'll back you 
up.” 

“Then I'll require the whole paper 
tomorrow.” 

“Huh?” 

eg lady sends me a line from ‘Lucile’ 
and asks me to kindly print the rest of 
the poem.”—Aansas City Journal 

Dilettante—‘ What’s the matter with 
the city editor? Two members of the 
staff are holding him and he looks as if 
he were about to have a fit 

“Tt’s the fault of that wealthy ‘cub’ 
reporter hired last week. rhe c. e. told 
him to report a Red Cross meeting this 
afternoon and he said it would interfere 
with his game of golf.’”—Birmingham 


Age-Herald 


Descriptive —“ They sent the marine 
reporter in the absence of the society 
editor to write up the wedding of the 
heiress to a foreign nobleman, and how 
do you suppose he headed it?”’ 

“How?” 

“*Tied Up to Her Peer.’ ”’ 


American. 


Baltimore 
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A Spread—*“ You say you were lost 
for days in the boat and your provisions 
had given out?” “Exactly.”” ‘“*What 
did you do for something to eat?”’ “ Fin- 
ally I hit on a happy idea and we had a 
spread of canvas.’’—Florida Times-Union 

Entertaining—*“ Bliggins entertains a 
good opinion of himself.” “No,” replied 
Miss Cayenne; “his good opinion of 
himself entertains Mr. Bliggins.”’ 
Washington Star. 


Too Transparent—New Bishop (ad- 
dressing large audience)—Oh! my dear 
people, would that I had a window in 
my bosom, so that you could see the 
emotions of my heart! 

Voice from the Back—Wouldn’t a 
“pane” in the stomach do, guv’nor?— 


Li er pool Post. 


Hardest Ever—' I’m seeking employ- 
ment, sir.”’ 

“Well, we don’t want anybody around 
here who isn’t a hustler. Have you ever 
done any hard work?” 

“T should say I have, sir. For two 
years I played in a jazz band.’’—Bir- 
mingham Age-Herald. 


Flouting the Law 

















“Tu vois, mon vieux, nou mmes plu 
sinards ici qu’ a l’arriére, nous avons une pa 
erie qui ne ferme pa fad . 

‘| say, old top, we’re less strict here at the 
front than they are back in the cities. In 
Paris the food controller has closed all the 
pastry shops, and yet here’s one that’s wide 


open.” —Le Rire (Paris). 


Terse and _  Descriptive—/ditor— 
How’s the new so iety reporter? I 
told him to condense as much as possible. 

Assistant—He did. Here’s his account 
of yesterday’s afternoon tea: “Mrs. 
Lovely poured, Mrs. Jabber roared, Mrs. 
Duller bored, Mrs. Rasping gored, and 
Mrs. Embonpoint snored.”—Detroit 
Times. 


Less Trouble Hereafter—Enraged 
Creditor—lI’ve had enough of mounting 
these stairs every day to collect this bill. 

Cool Debtor—Well, I have a bit of good 
news for you. Tomorrow I move down 
to the basement.—Boston Transcript. 


*Twas Ever Thus 





Two’s company—three’s a_ battalion 


Bystander (London). 


Sarcastic—“‘There goes Professor 
Diggs. He’s a very learned man.” “He 
looks the part.”” *“ Yes I dare say the 


professor could find his way around in 
ancient Babylon, if the city still existed, 
more easily than he can right here in 
this town, where he has lived for thirty 


Birmingham A ge-Herald 


or forty years.”’ 


ane 


THE SEX 


A Alii 


Very Like—Ma Grump says: “A 
woman with a man is a good deal like a 
cat with a mouse; she don’t care much 
about him till he shows signs of gettin’ 
away.’’—Akron Times. 


Breach of Promise—‘But as he 
never said he would marry you, where 
does the breach of promise come in?” 

“When I proposed to him,” said the 
leap-year maid, “he promised to be a 
brother to me, and he hasn’t been any 
thing of the kind.”—Boston Transcript. 


Tit for Tat—In a London ’bus a man 
in civilian’s garb rose and offered his seat 
to a woman. 

“T never accept favors from slackers,” 
she said, witheringly. 

“Madam,” he replied blandly, “I was 
all through Gallipoli, and if we’d had as 
much powder as you have on your face 
we'd have got to Constantinople in no 
time.’’—W estminster Gazette. 


Diplomacy—My husband always 
makes a fuss when I tell him I need a 
little money. 

Your system is all wrong. Tell him 
you need a lot of money. Then he'll 
be glad to compromise on a little.—Louis- 


ville Courier-Journal. 


Suffered Acutely—‘ Has Mrs. Swash- 
leigh made any personal sacrifices for the 
Red Cross?” 

“T should say so! She marched three 
miles in the Red Cross parade, wearing 
white slippers a size and a half too small 
for her.” —Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Female Smokers Lax—‘‘So you think 
women should be more polite?” 

“T do,” replied Miss Cayenne; “I never 
see a woman withacigarette asking a man if 
smoking annoys him.’’—W ashington Star. 


He Did—‘I presume,” said the con 
ceited fellow, “that you would be glad to 
have me cai again.” 

“You do,” replied Miss Bright. 

“T do what ?” 

“ Presume.” 
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The Girls oft ’/6 


HILE our thoughts are 

turned to the Foun- 

ders of the ,Nation, 

picturing them as men 

and imagining the 

ves they led, it is interesting to 

consider the sort of theatrical en- 

tertainments they enjoyed, nearly 

a century and a half ago, and com- 

pare these old-time productions 
with the shows of today. 

President Washington, it seems 
was as indefatigable a playgoer as 
President Wilson. He was a con- 
stant patron of the old John Street 
Theater in New York, and when 
the seat of Government was 
moved to Philadelphia, many the- 
atrical enterprises followed in his 
wake. “The President,” says a 
historian, “frequently occupied 
the east stage-box. Over the front 
of the box was the United States coat 
of arms, and the interior was gracefully festooned with 
red drapery. . Washington’s reception at the thea- 
ter was always exceedingly formal and ceremonious. 
\ soldier was generally posted at each stage-door; four 
soldiers were placed in the gallery; a military guard at- 
tended. Wignell (the director), in a full suit of black, 
with his hair elaborately powdered in the fashion of the 
times, and holding two wax candles in silver candle- 
sticks, was accustomed to receive the President at the 
box door and conduct Washington and his party to their 
seats. Even the newspapers began to take notice of the 
President’s visits to the theater.” 

In one respect, however, the Father of His Country 
was at a disadvantage as compared with our present 
Chief Magistrate: vaudeville had not been invented. 

An idea of the sort of offerings that were 
available at that time may be gained from a 


atists, 1765-1819,” edited by 











By Lawton Mackall 


heroine of “The Contrast,”’ a highly 
popular comedy of the period. 
Maria is the personification of sen- 
timental timidity and helplessness 
In those days they called it female 
delicacy. “Formed of the more 
delicate materials of nature,” she 
murmurs, in one of her sighing 
soliloquies, “endowed only with 
the softer passions, incapable,’from 
our ignorance of the world, to guard 
against the wiles of mankind, our 
security for happiness often de- 
pends upon men’s generosity and 
courage.” And again: “ Reputa- 
tion is the life of woman; yet cour- 
age to protect it is masculine and 
disgusting; ‘and the only safe asy- 
lum a woman of delicacy can find 
is in the arms of a man of honor.” 
We could think of a more ap- 
propriate asylum for her, but it’s 
probably too late now. 
To complete her perfection, she is a model daughter 
an obsolete model. “Heaven knows! with what 
reluctance I should oppose the will of a parent, or set 
an example of filial disobedience; at a parent’s com- 
mand I could wed awkwardness and deformity.” 
Knowing these reassuring facts about her, we can 
be confident that when she falls in love she will act 
decorously. Col. Manly, her estimable admirer, tries 
her with: “I hope you will excuse my speaking on so 
important a subject so abruptly; but, the moment | 
entered the room, you struck me as the lady whom | 
had long loved in imagination and never hoped to see!” 
Will she, distraught creature, follow the dictates of 
her heart? Not Maria! She’s not taking cardiac 
dictation this morning. “Indeed, sir,” she replies, 
“I’ve been led to hear more upon this subject 
than I ought.” 
But the Colonel is loath to be out- 


near you, and by a thousand tender 


recently issued volume entitled “ Repre- 
sentative Plays by American Dram- Da delicacied. “Permit me only to be 





American asa Stiegel decanter 
or a Bennington Toby-jug. 

It is instructive to note 
the type of woman the audi- 
ences of that day delighted in. 
She was hardly a Broadway 
lady. The sight of the dam- 
sels on the right-hand page 
would have thrown her into 
afaint. Even our revered fore- 
fathers, who flinched not in the 
face of red-coated tyrants, would 
have been severely discombobolated; 
for the champions of liberty did dote 
on propriety! 

As an indication of the sort of girl 


Montrose J. Moses(E. P. Dutton Ae 
& Co.)—truly a collection of 
curiosities, as quaintly early- 


Photo by Campbell 
. Edith Day, the popular avia- Pa» 
that appealed to them let us take Maria, tion instigator of “Going Up.” probably seemed entertaining. 


assiduities to endeavor to excite a 

TR grateful return.” But his gallant 
efforts are of no avail. With 

rare female refinement she in- 

rae timates that because of Papa 
there can be nothing doing. 

And so he bids her farewell 

Con) (pro tem) with: “We are both 
rectitude; and of this we may be 

assured, that if we are not happy, 

we shall, at least, deserve to be so.” 

A consoling thought, that. 
Such was the type of girl that the Tired 
Farly Patriot went to the theater to see. 
After the bleakness of Valley Forge she 









unhappy; but it is your duty 
to obey your parent—mine to 
obey my honor. Let us, there- 
fore, both follow the path of 

















Ada May 
Weeks, of 
“Fancy Free” 
as a chicken 

coquette. 













Just as we had carefully 
thought out the above spark- 
ling headlines the authori- 
ties went and turned on all 
the Broadway lights again. 
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: dancer 

hates to keep both 

feet on the 

ground. 













Rena Parker, 
in “Flo-Flo”’and 
an alleged bath- 
ing suit. Her 
summer work is 
that of a life- 
‘saver: no one 
swims out very 
far while she is 
on the beach. 






















A black 
tuli p o f 
the Winter 
Garden. 


Mabel Withee puts her best foot 
foremost in “Sinbad.” (We say it’s her 
best, but you may judge for yourself.) 


A “ringer,” 
Marion Mooney, disguised. 


robing herself She is one of the four 
darkly, against the girls appearing else- 
august approach of where on this page. 
Al Jolson and his donkey. Can you guess which? 
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A Friendly Call 


By Morris WabeE 


w ES, it’s me, Sister Ellsby,” said the tall, gaunt, resolute look- 
¥ ine lady of somewhat advanced years when making her 
first call at the parsonage in which the new minister had 
been established but two weeks. “I reckon you do have some 
trouble in remembering so many new ‘aces. The wife of our 
last paster was great at remembering both names and faces. 
She never forgot a person once she had seen ‘em. She had lots of 
good traits that are going to make us miss hera lot. Thanks. I 
will come and set down. I ain’t but a few minutes to stay but 
I thought—my! look at that dab of dirt on the new wallpaper in 
this hall! Seems like our Ladies’ Aid hardly gets the parsonage 
fixed up until it needs new paint or paper. I ain’t had a foot o’ 
new paper in my house in ten years. Stale bread crumbs might 
take that spot off if it ain’t grease, and I don’t see why there should 
be grease spots in a front hall. You well?” 

“Quite well, thank you, Sister Ellsby.” 

“TI didn’t see you out at the missionary meeting las’ night 
and I took it you must be sick or you'd of been there. If the 
paster’s wife don’t take an int’rest in missions I don’t see how 
she can expect the other wimmen of the church to. It would 
save this carpet a good deal if you laid strips of old carpet around. 
Our Ladies’ Aid had to get the money to lay the carpets here in 
the parsonage. It ain’t many ministers gets parsonages with 
carpets all laid in three o’ the rooms. I see you got these here 
portyairs over the door between the parlor here and the setting- 
room. Huh! I never could see the sense 0’ hangin’ curtains over 
doorways. Looks as if there was something to hide. Our last 
paster’s wife didn’t have a portyair in the whole parsonage. She 
was a mighty nice sensible woman. If we'd liked him much 
as we did her we would of kep’ him. Is your husband a real 
well man?” 

“Oh, quite well, Sister Ellsby.” 

“IT don’t like the looks o’ them dark circles under his eyes and 
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In 1925 
Tue Last DrauGut 





anxious to make the 
the way to Berlin? 


Yankee 


most of a trying situation) 


Machine Gunner (who has lost his way but 
Pardon me, but is this 
it seems to me he’s some holler-chested. Does he drink coffee 
ev ry morning? He does? That prob’ly helps to explain it. 
There’s so many good substitutes for coffee I think he better stop 
coffee and try some of them. You tell him to try Grain-O. With 
nice rich cream it’s about as good as coffee. You take only a 
quart of milk a day? Well, none of us has just what we want. You 
ought to put a carpet on them front stairs. We've just had *em 
painted. Look at that rent in that window shade! And the 
shades in this room all new not three years ago! I don’t think 
that rent was there when the last paster’s fam’ly moved out. 
The grass in the front yard looks as if you’d allowed your chil- 
dren to tromp it down a good deal. We had fresh seed sowed in 
it last spring and it won’t grow if it is tromped down. Seems to 
me that picture you’ve got hung above the mantel would look 
better between the two front windows. Ain’t your youngest 
child awfully pullin’. You don’t let him eat candy, do you? 
Our last paster’s wife allowed her children to eat so much candy 
we had to speak to her about it. She was known to buy a whole 
pound at one time and .to pay nineteen cents for it. And him 
asking for a raise in his sal’ry. And she used nearly three pounds 
butter a week and only five in the fam’ly. It doesn’t look 
well for a paster’s fam’ly to set an example in high living. Well, 
I guess I'll run along. I just run im for a little friendly call and 
phew! What’s that nice smell? It’s just a spice cake you are 
baking? Purty expensive kind of cake ain’t it? If my husband 
had only six hundred a year it’s mighty few spice cakes I would 
make. Well, I got to run along. Any time you'd like to ask me 
anything feel free to do so. I been here twenty-five years and our 
paster’s wives know that I’m always ready to advise. If you’d 
keep the shades drawn closer it’d save the carpet from fading. 
I must run along. Good-bye.” 


O 


An Unpromising Outlook 

DON’T presizely know how to get shet of my _ brother-in-law, 

who came with his family about two months ago to make us a 
nice long visit,’’ confessed the gaunt Missourian. “He has the asthmy 
too bad to work but not bad enough to keep him from differing with 
me politics, religion, weather signs, the end the war, 
and most everything else that I happen to mention. His wife has 
queer spells and distinguished ancestors and a very superior manner. 
All their five children except the third one, counting from either end, 
have musical or elocutionary or movie talent, or something equally as 
repulsive. The exception that I have indicated has nothing the matter 
with him except that he steals everything he can lay his hands on. 

“You see, wife and me, we have lived so long in the old home 
that we are sorter attached to it, and kinda hate to burn the house down, 
except as a last resort.” 
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pays $1 each for original jokes sent by 


SO ldiers a nd Sa lors a nd ac cepted 





for publication, and each week $5 1s awarded for the best original joke received 


The Hard-Boiled Sergeant 


By Sencar. Grorce H. Honae, .{. 8. 8. ¢ U.8.4 
WENTY years in the Army, an’ Enlisted Man, 
am I, 


Across my breast the colors rest where I've seen Old 
Glory fly 
hand at 

gave in, 

And I’ve served in every Department; in Cuba and 
rsin. 


On the Boxer Party, and when Aguinaldo 


Tien 


Late years it’s been Detached Service, kind of a cinch 
for a change; 

But today is findin’ me drillin’ and marchin’ the 
rookies to Range 

My bunch is somewhat difierent from the bunch what 
used to be, 

When there was Billy Hare, from God knows where, 


an’ Sergeant Shay, an’ me. 


Everything Big 











Drawn by C. J. Dow, U.S. N 


“They sure have some big clotheslines on these 


battleships!” 


But then, them days have gone by, and in the bunch 
that I’ve got now, 
There's lawyer guys an’ bankers an’ a lot of the High 


An Illuminating Answer 
= ee a SS Se 


- SS 








Drawn by C. I 

‘Why aren’t you in your hammock, Bud 
\w, I can’t sleep in the dark!’ 
“Can't leep in the dark? Why 


I dunno. Guess I’m 


Dow, (8S. N 


not?” 


a ligt t slec per i: 





This Week’s $5 Prize Winner 

The Veteran 

By Pvr. Perer A. Freepman, 244th 

FEW months ago at Fort Slocum, N. Y., a 

new arrival was asked if he had any previou 

military experience, to which he replied in the af 

ji mative. 

“Federal Army on a ked the clerk. 

* No, Salvation Army,” ar 


fero Squadron 


nered the recruit 











Money Ahead 

By Pvr. Jack Mintz, 16th Engincers 
An order was recently issued for non-commis- 
sioned officers not to associate with privates. 
At the end of the month all the privates had 


money. 


The Blessings of an Imagination 


An Apprehensive Mother 


Biaxnpine Haman, Editor Trench and Camp 
thorpe, Ga 


By Pvr.J 


Fort Ogle 


A “rookie” reached Fort Oglethorpe, Ga., to 
be inducted into the army. Among the first 
things he received was “a shot in the arm.” In 
writing home that night he spoke of his inocula 
tion in that way and a few days later his company 
commander got the following telegram from his 
mother: 

“Wire me immediately if George’s shot in the 
arm is serious.” 


Why Not? 





arson 
US TRANSPORT AMO RICA 


Drawn by Paci Hanson, U.S. Transport “ America 


We're off the Irish 


**See how green the water is! 
coast now - 
A Nice Distinction 


By Jack Tawer, H. A Naval Hospital, Annapolis, Md 


rhe other night a sentry stopped a colored 
mess attendant and said: 

“Halt! Who goes there?” 

The colored person replied: 

‘I’se not goin’. I’se comin’ back.” 


The Voice of Their Uncle 





Brow. 

We're all the same an’ a-workin 
hard for Over There, you 
know 


An’ the lawyer, with the banker, 

an’ me are “hoein’ our row.” 

I hear they call me a “ roughneck,” 
an’ a “hard-boiled sergeant,” 
too 

But look at the time since HOME 
was mine; I wonder what 
they'd do. 

I'wenty years in the Army, an’ the 
best of care I’ve had, 

\ soldier man for Uncle Sam, say, 
Buddie, you bet I'm glad! 


Problematic 


By Joux K. Mortianp, Co 


F, 2d Depot 
Battalion, Signal Corps, A. E. F 





V oice fromthe crowd around the 


N 
By Pawate O. J. Bertneer, U.S. Marine 
Corps 


A green batch of recruits who 
had just come into camp the 
preceding night, were startled 
from their sound slumbers by 
the sonorous and insistent notes 
of the bugler blowing reveille 

New to the game they had 
left their easy civilian life to 
play, none of the raw “rookies”’ 
stirred from their beds with the 
sole exception of a little south- 
ern lad from New Orleans, who 
sitting up in his cot rubbing his 
eyes, remarked to the sleeping 





wash trough—Say, whose teeth 
were those I brushed? 


Pvr. Jack Kewry, Cantonment Hdgrs 
** How the folks back home think he looks, and as he is.” 





Detachment, Camp Upton, VY 


forms around him, “You all 
bettah get up—dat ain’t yoh 
mothah cail'n’ you, boy, dat’ 
voh uncle talkin’ to you 
now!” 
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A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


BUSINESS BEFORE PLEASURE 


By Montague Glass and Jules Eckert Goodman 














WEST 42 ST. NIGHTS 8 


REPUBLIC wit Wea ing St at 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


PARLOR, BEDROOM 
and BATH 


with FLORENCE MOORE 


COHAN & HARRIS \.2Wo.. 5 
COHAN & HARRIS whey 
Funniest American Comedy of Recent Years 


A TAILOR-MADE MAN 


Extremely Novel, Clever Play b 
HARRY JAMES SMITH with GRANT MITCHELL 





WINTER GARDEN “*isii,.. 82:2" 


AL JOLSON in “SINBAD” 


BOOTH 45th W. of Bway. Wei 22h. aE 
The STUART 
SEVENTEEN 


WALKER CUO 
30th or. B way Eva. 8:30 


in Tarkington's 
> > > 
Maxine Elliott’s Mats. Wed. and Sat. 2:30 


EYES OF YOUT 


A Ss T oO R M: atinees Wed oe he ad Saturday 
tues ROCK -A-BYE BABY 
Broadway and 39th Street 


CASINO Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 


OH, LADY! LADY!! 








with 
MARJORIE 
RAMBEAU 








Evenings 8:15 
2:15 


His Predilection 
Willis—Does your baby exhibit any traits 
that lead you to think he will be fitted for any 
spec ial career? 

Gillis—Yes 
president of the 


That 
biggest 
cern in the country 


kid is going to be the 
house-w recking con- 
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— 
Summer Schedule 

| Up and Down on the Broadway Joy Line 
: With L. M., 


Conductor 





TR 1 AAR AN IR NN 
Business Berore PLeasure—E/tinge 
Frenzied “fillums.” 
Eyes or Youtu—Maxine Elliott. Mar- 


jorie Rambeau changes her personality 
as often and as rapidly as an ordinary 
woman can change her mind. 

Fancy Free—Bijou—Clifton Crawford 
and Ada May Weeks register this mood 
by much singing and dancing. 

FLto-FLto—Cort. To bring home the 
clothing shortage to the thoughtless 
public. 

FOLLIES OF 
Ziegfeld’s annual 

GettinG ‘TOGETHER 
play of humor and 
“Over There” that is the real thing. 
Also, some soldier songs that weren't 
written by cabaret comedians. 

Going Up—Liberty. <A cheerful farce, 
which every now and then breaks into 


1918—New Amsterdam. Mr. 

salon of beauty. 

Shubert. A war 
sentiment from 


catchy syncopations. 

Hitcuy Koo—Globe. Bright show that 
is conscientiously happy-go-lucky. 

Kiss BurGciar, Tue.—-Cohan. A beauti- 
ful duchess develops democratic ten- 
dencies. 

Man Wuo Stayep at Home, Tue—48&t¢/ 
Street. He puts a secret agency of 


Hohenzollern & Co. out of business. 
\Maytime—Broadhurst. Romance going 
on as usual during the absence of the 


lar New York Company, the 


T r 
rCYyu 


Chicago troupe pluckily holding their 
places for them. 
Mipnicut Froitic—Cocoanut Grove. The 


rooftop sequel to the “ Follies.” 

\IIpNIGHT Revi E—Century Grove. In- 
teresting fter-theater rites. 

On, Lapy, nied Casino. A little Prin- 
cess show summering at the big Casino. 

Partor, Beproom AND Batu—Republic. 
A strange pilgrimage to Jersey road 
house. 

Rainsow Giri, THue—Gaiety. Jerome 
K. Jerome comedy overlaid with tunes. 

Rock-a-Bye Basy—Astor. Nursery classic 
rhapsodied into a musical show. 

SEVENTEEN—Booth. Mooning Willie Bax- 
ter discovers that his Baby-Talk Lady 
has a heart for none but Flopit. 

Sinspap—W inter Garden. Al Jolson, with 
hardly another man in sight. 

Tartor-Mape Man, A—Cohan & Harris. 
Vaulting ambition lands Bart out of a 
humble tailor shop into Fifth Avenue 
Society. 

Ticer Rose—Lyceum. Leonora Ulric, as 
a French-Canadian lass, goes through 
melodramatic adventures to prove that 
she is distinctly untamed. 


High Time 
' E \T and Grow Thin ’’—it made a hit; 
But now it’s high time that 
Some clever chap should do his bit 
And write “Starve and Grow Fat.” 





A Valuable Tip 


UDGE was one of the three 
most popular publications in the 
camps in a list including all the 
leading magazines 
medium,” Judge, furnishes 
rr wWar-strung nerves 


Stick a Ic stamp on the cover of tl 


according to Postmaster Burieson’s 
and drop in the mail; the Government will send 
it to soldiers or sailors atthefront. Do this 
every week, and you'll make life that much 
cheerier for the men in camp and “over there.” 

Or send us a dollar and 
sailor’s name and address 
or at the front — and we'll 
13 issues. Address 


Judge, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


“The hay Pp) 
welcome relaxation fi 
is issue, 


advice, 


a soldier’s or 
either at camp 
send him the next 














Force of Habit 


Mrs. Bargainsales was buying her ticket 
at the railway station. 

‘Your train is 2.50,”’ said the ticket seller 

‘Make it 2.48 and I'll take it,’’ murmured 


Mrs. Bargainsales, abstractedly. 

Doing His Bit 
She—You said you'd give up smoking 
He—I was going to, but tobacco is so high 
I'd look like a 


now on account of the war that 


slacker if I did. 


Says Pie-Face Joe: 
‘‘T have been changed froma rampant jingo to 
a pacifist of the most puling type by the state- 
ment going the rounds of ghe press that war may 
result in the return of kA#ee breeches for men.” 
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Going to the Dentist 
By Hamitton Craicit 


O you ever make up your mind, 
firmly, but not fussily, that you 
are going to the dentist without 
further delay? Of course you do, and 
during the beginning of your journey you 
fortify yourself with an encouraging men- 
tal picture somewhat after this fashion: 

In your mind’s eye you see yourself 
pale but resolved, stepping briskly and 
confidently in the direction of the dental 
offices. You enter with a studiously care- 
less air—you are on time. At the invita- 
tion of the Knight of the Forceps you seat 
yourself in the chair with a becoming 
blend of insouciance and calm confidence. 

“Open w-i-i-de,” purrs the dentist. The 
forceps are insinuated into youroral cavity, 
there is a momentary twinge—and—your 
tooth, whether molar, incisor, or bicuspid, 
is out—gone—departed—just like that! 

But, as all other roseate dreams, this 
one is soon dissipated, especially if, as is 
too often the case, your throbbing tooth 
has eased its aching insistence in inverse 
ratio to your approach chairwards. You 
glance nervously at your watch; you note, 
with a sudden, swift, spiritual depression, 
the nearness of your destination, and 
though you be the wearer of a Croix de 
Guerre for bravery, you are perilously 
close to the shameful condition known as 
blue funk. 

As you proceed with increasing slow- 
ness along the avenue, by no stretch of 
the imagination can you conceive of that 
tooth of yours as anything but an eter- 
nally integral part of your superior maxil- 
lary. Something tells you that you will 
never be separated in this life, and though 
you have a constitutional aversion for 
gas, you are almost 
administration. 

At length, finally, at long last, but in- 
deed, in a flash, a breath, instantane- 
ously almost, you arrive at the Door of 
Dread. 

Certainly not of your own volition do 
you turn the knob and enter upon a sol- 
emn assemblage disposed in various atti- 
tudes of gloom, some of w Ae are pre- 
tending to read certain magazines of 


decided to accept its 
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ancient date. It is significant that not a 
few of these periodicals, although dating 
back to the Spanish War, are as yet inno- 
cent of the paper-cutter. 

Somehow, as you deposit yourself 
nervously upon the edge of a chair, you 
reflect that somewhere, at this very mo- 
ment, people are riding and waiking, and 
reading and talking—and you—you are 
beyond the pale—vou have shut the door, 
literally as well as figuratively. 

For a moment a craven impulse almost 
masters you. You wish you had the 
bravery of the cowardice which prompts 
you to’ depart incontinently away from 
there, but even as your emotions are 
crystallizing in this direction, that other 
door swings wide, and in the aperture ap- 
pears the dentist, calm, smiling. He 
blinks a little, as, with nearsighted gaze 
he scans the crowded apartment in quick 
review, until—ah! You breathe an in- 
voluntary sigh of relief—he has passed 
over your shrinking figure and on to that 
of a fat man who is deep in the latest 
issue of Yawper’s, for June, 1898. 

Sut, like all else, this, too, has proven 
a false hope. Abruptly you hear your 
name spoken: “Mr. Brown, please.” 

The dentist is not personally known to 
you, and for a moment a pusillanimous 
impulse prompts you to remain where you 
are, tacitly to deny your identity, but 
you are in the grip of something stronger 
than fear. You rise automatically, and 
someone else’s legs carry you to the chair. 

Suddenly, as you seat yourself, feel the 
merciless hardness of the back-rest against 
your head, some final flutter of your rebel- 
lious flesh pulls you bolt-upright in your 
chair, only to subside with an inward 
groan as your startled gaze envisages the 
formidable array of instruments within 
an inch of your nose. 

\ myriad thoughts, a dozen excuses 
flash through your head, in a futile sug- 
gestion of possible reprieve. But your 
doom is upon you, and with a muttered 
aspiration you grip tightly the arms of the 
chair, close your eyes, and open them 
again just in time to behold the murderous 
forceps about to enter your mouth. 

“Open w-i-i-de!”’ cooes the dentist, and 
beneath the silken tone you detect the 
fell intention. 

There is a pause, in which you somehow 
obtain an accession of courage, a quick 
tug, perhaps a brief, sharp explosion of 
acute discomfort—and your tooth is out, 
even as you had dreamed it would be. 

As you depart through the outer office 
you cannot refrain from bestowing a su- 
perior smile of jovelike tolerance upon the 
miserable wretches who remain to suffer 
before the event. 


Refused 
Noah—Why does Methuselah wear that 
perpetual grin? 
Lamech—He was refused insurance by the 
Adamite Mutual nine hundred and thirty years 
ago. 
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Sixes and Sevens 
By Arpsert FE. Hoyt 


Chairman Hays of the Republican 
National Committee says he feels free 
to make “sympathetic suggestions,” and 
we'll say this for the President—he isn’t 
the man to take advantage of Mr. Hays 
by adopting them. 

«+ 

Our government since it entered the 
war has done a lot, considering—and a 
lot of considering. 


# 

Governor Whitman of New York 
wants a third term to prepare for the 
presidency, but perhaps he'd take it 
without. 

. 

Ever since Lot’s wife turned into a 
pillar of salt, any undue craving for salt 
subjects the married man to suspicion. 

+ 

War Industries Director Bernard 
Baruch has declared the newspapers to 
be a war necessity. The editor will 
pardon the strange use of the plural, 
which is probably a misprint. 


* 

The New York Herald says that ‘the 
plethora of silver dollars in the treasury 
will be at once melted into bullion.” We 
have a set of bills payable which Uncle 
Sam might use—they are great little 
plethora melters. 

* 

In appointing a United States Senator 
who answers to the name of Xenophon, 
Governor Gardner of Missouri can’t be 
accused of fishing for the old grad vote. 
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News Which Has Not Happened 
N. B.—It must be distinctly understood that 
the news given below is not authentic, and the 
editor disclaims all responsibility for anything 
which may chance to appear in the following 
paragraphs 
During the hot summer months the salute will 
be rendered by a casual nod or a friendly wave 
of the hand, as it is deemed advisable to guard 
the men of this camp from the effects of over 
exertion 
Gray duck 
future, as it has been found that white soi!s too 
easily and makes much unnecessary washing for 


uniforms are to be worn in the 


the men. 

Sailors at the station are cautioned, under 
penalty of being placed on report, not to pick 
the beautiful flowers growing on the parade 
ground.—The Broadside. 


On Duty Elsewhere 

An Irish soldier had just lost an eye in 
battle, but was allowed to continue in the ser- 
vice on consenting to have a glass eye in its 
place, says an English paper. One day, how 
ever, he appeared on parade without his arti 
ficial eye 

Nolan,” said the officer, “you are not 
properly dressed Why is your artificial eye 
not in its place?” 

“Sure, sir,” replied Nolan, “I left it in me 
box to keep an eye on me kit while I’m on 


parade.” Trench and Camp 
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Good Things in Our Army and Navy Publications 


The Barracks Wheeze 
By Cuert SHAFER 
When You See 
When you see one come in with large spec 
tacles and a brow that sets back off his face like a 
rural church at a crossroads—who can parse 
puyallup in six counts—who has hunted sub 
trahends for six successive seasons—who owns 
framed—who possesses Six 
scholarship medals—and can recite much from 
Hyperion and King Brady without looking 
you can make up your mind that the top-cutter 


eight diplomas, 


is in line for another very efficient addition to 
his fatigue squad 


No Hardship 
*Foh de life o’ me.” said Uncle Eben, “I 
can’t see no hardship in food regulations dat 
put it up to folks to eat mostly corn bread an’ 
chicken.” 
About Time 
It’s about time now for the I. W .W.’s to come 
out and say whether the letters stand for “I'm 


With Wilhelm,” or “I'll Whip Wilhelm.”’ 


One Fit 
Chey were lined up for inspection, an array 
of wondrous misfit uniforms. The embroi- 


dered hat-strap prize seemed already won by a 
tall Hibernian. His tunic bulged at the neck. 
his breeches had the hang of a poncho and his 
leggins were meant for the near-dwarf next him. 

“Well,” said the officer, giving him one look, 
‘doesn’t anything fit you? 

“Vis, sor!” in a timid voice 

“What is it?” shouted the Lieutenant in 
cre dulously : 

‘Me toot’-brush! 


A Lot of "Em 
There are a lot of somebodies in the army, but 
the distinction is doing them no good. 


After the Hike 
After a four-day hike, Ralph looked at his 
battered shoes and remarked 
“It won’t be long before I'll be getting back 


on my feet again.” —Trench and Camp. 


Chips from Ships 
By Hemu 
Postponed 
Gob—When will you marry me? 
See that plant over there? It 


When that blooms I'll 


Veomanette 
has a little bud on it. 
marry you.’ 

Gob—Fine, what kind of a plant is it? 

Yeomanette—It’s a century plant; it blooms 
every hundred years 

Gob—By that time I expect to make chiei 
and I wouldn’t marry a second class yeomat 
ette then 


A Swap Proposed 
\ former shipmate writes from Honolulu 
“Can you do anything toward tipping me off 
to somebody on duty in the Channel who would 
I have a perfectly 
Too bad 


like to swap with me here? 
safe and sane job here in Honolulu.” 


Dinny. You couldn't sell your job now. Oj 
course it’s different in time of peace. Th 
Honolulu jobs are all the candy then. Nic 


place and everything. Dusky maidens wearing 
nothing but the close of day. Out under thx 
ukelele trees watching the wickiwicky birds 
flit from bough to bough. But Kaiser Bill 
ruined all that 


In Flanders 

\ former Marine shipmate writes us from 
“over there” to tell us about the mud in 
Flanders. “I was walking along the road,” 
he writes, ‘‘and happened to see a soldier’s hat 
lying there. I kicked the hat and discovered 
there was a head under it and a live man under 
the head. So I pulled the man out. He then 
informed me that he was on horseback so both 
of us dug down in the mud and pulled the horse 
out. The horse was good and hungry by that 
time so we dug down further and hauled up a 
bale of hay the horse had been eating.”” That's a 
fishy sounding story, but then you know how the 
Marines always could bat ’em out.—Our Navy. 


At the Bottom of It 
The basis for inspection is suspicion 
Trench and Camp. 
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1918 
A Soldier of the See 


By One or THE Victims 
In a confidential note to the Editor the authores 
iys the Marine In question ts good looking, has bluc 


eyes, pearly teeth and comes from Texas 


HE other day we were 

Out drilling and it 

Was very windy and 
Our Skirts were blowing 
Something awful and we 
Tried to keep them from 
Blowing above our knees but 
It was no use and the bad 
Naughty drillmaster who was a 
Marine and very stern with the 


Skirts and the front line looked 

Just like a Gayety Chorus and the 
Bad marine was paying mor¢ 
Attention than we were and we 
Were all blushing and everything but 
We couldn’t move until he gave the 
Command at Ease and he didn’t give 
rhe command until the wind died 
Down and I think it was taking 
(Advantage of us but then he is a 
Marine and all Marines are 

Clever and anyhow he is a Soldier 
Of the See and couldn’t be 

Blamed for employing military tactics 
In line of duty and then too he 

Has to work hard and deserves 


Here Comes the Groom! 























Tue Banp’s 


Girls who didn’t know which 
Foot was which, gave the command 
Attention and made us stand 

That way perfectly helpless 

For about five minutes and all 

Chat time the wind was 

Making monoplanes of our 


First 








Cuticura Soap is 
Easy Shaving for 
Sensitive Skins 


The New Up-to-date Cuticura Method 


, a 











FOR » MEN 


“MADE AT KEY WEST— 


CGARS | 


L.ESSON 





| 
| 


ix GRooMING Trench and Camp 
Some kind of reward for 
Meritorious service so I 
Guess it’s all right after all 
The Marines’ Magazine. 


A Big Dose for Him 








‘Cameraman COUPON eae eae aeaca & 
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9 the Doctor. 
-Ca mp Dix T1 mes 








Q you remember when Tom Sawyer went 
swimming and had everything hidden s 
“yf 





carefully, so that Aunt Polly couldn't 

find ou 

Aunt Po had sewed up his shirt that morning. B 
Com had carefully resewed it » he thought he was saf« 
But a'ack and alas, he used black thread instead of white 

Once wi with Tom Sawyer and 
Huck Pi: yut you will want to cry as you laugh 
For behind the joy of youth is the reality of life—the 
philosophy you did not see when you were a boy. 

25 Volumes 

Novels — Boys’ Stories —- Humor—Essays — Travel—History 


While he lived, we loved him. He made us laugh, so that 
we had not time to see that his style was sublime, that he 
was biblical in simplicity, that he was te America another 

Lincoln in spirit 


We watched for his great whit« 
head in the crowds—-we hung on his 
every word—-we smiled, ready to 


laugh at his least word But now he 
is gone, we love him-~yes, he’s still 
the familiar friend—but he has 
joined the immortals More than 
Whitman—than Longfellow—-than 
Poe or Hawthorne or  Irving-—he 
stands for America—with the great 
of the earth—-the Homer of this new 
land—a prince of men—a king among 
dreamers—a child among children 


Low Price Sale Must Stop 


Mark Twain wanted everyone in 
America to own a set of his books 
So one of the last things he asked was 
that we make a set at so low a price 
that everyone might own one He 
said Don't make fine editions 
Don't make editions to sell for $200 
and $300 and Make good 


$1000 


books—books good to look at and 
easy to read ind make their price 
low So we have made this set 


And up to now we have been able to 
sell it at this-low price 

Rising costs make it impossible to 
continue this sale of Mark Twain at 
so low a price. New editions will cost 
very much more than this Author's 
National Edition. A few months ago 
we had to raise the price a littl 
That raise in price was a very small 
one. It does not matter much if you 
missedit. But now the price must go 
up again. You must act at once. You 
must sign and mail the coupon now 
If you want a set at a popular price 
do not delay. This edition will soon b« | 
withdrawn and then you will pay con 
siderably more for your Mark T wain 





Send the coupon no money —-to-day 

Get your set before these go Remember, never again 
will a set of Mark Twain be offered at such a price as this 
When this edition is gone, there will be no more 


HARPER & BROTHERS’ EST. 1817 NEW YORK, N. Y. 


Judge 7-6 


Harper & Brothers 
Franklin Square, New York 


Send me, all charges prepaid, a set of Mark Twain's 
works, illustrated, bound in handsome green cloth, stamped 
in gold, with trimmed edges If not satisfactory, I will re ; 
turn them at your expense Otherwise I will send you $1 
within 5 days and $3 a month for14 months, thus getting the 
benefit of your sale For cash, deduct 8°) from remittance 


i 
Name 
Address 
Occupation ° 
To get the red, half leather binding, change terms to $2.50 
within 5 days and $3 a month for 20 months 














































= 





Ah, isn’t this cute! 

















“*The Curse of Drink’ 


This picture proved one of Judge's 
most popular subjects and has been 
reprinted, in full colors, mounted on a 
heavy mat, I! x 14, ready for the 
frame. It will be mailed post free 
for twenty-five cents, stamps 


Judge Art Print 




















Department 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 
” — 
Makeup 


And whilst he whispered words of love 
And held her to his breast, 

He took her in his manly arms 
The maiden grew distressed 

For all her boasted loveliness 
Lay scattered on his vest Record. 


Poor Marksman 
Conscientious Objector—Shooting at those 
targets makes me realize how awful war will be 
I'd die before I'd kill a man! 
Officer (who has watched him shoot)—You 
certainly would.—Sun Dial 


Determination 


He was bent on taking a trip.” —Wid 


A Real Sport 
Judge—Ten years for burglarizing a house 
Have you anything to say for yourself? 
Gambling George—Sure; you shake the dice 
to see whether we make it twenty years or 
nothing.—Chaparral. 





Slippery 


Francis What do you call that part olf your 


skirt under the lace? 
Frances—Oh, that’s a slip 
Francis (blushing)—I beg your pardon 
(Jranve Peel 


‘Ss 


A Good Day’s Work 
“Did your son get much 
out of college?” 
His room-mate, two frater- 
nity brothers, and himself.’ 
J ack-o’-Lantern. 


Sample of the College Yell 
After the War 
Rah! Rah! Rah! 
Oo! la! la! 
Vermouth! 


a 
| 
| 


Gas Bombs! 
Allez! Allons! 
Depeche! Vite! 
Fermez la porte! 
Salle a manager! 
Vin ordinaire! 
\w—Squads Right! 
( Ha parrat 


As Usual 
Professor (in Junior class 
I go into the cigar store 
lay down twenty-five cents 
get my cigar 
Voice (from the rear of 
the class)—And twenty cents 





change Jester 


With the Gl lege Wits 


lrepressible, Joyous, 


The honorable 


rrespousible 





Had His Lesson 





‘My boy, do you realize how 


great is the solemnity of an oath, before you 


commit 








yourself? 


Smart Chap 


for so long that I was b 
ning to think you were 
getting me 


The First 
Bella—I wonder who 
the first woman to get 
gowns from Paris? 
Stella—Helen of Troy 
doubt !—Punch Bowl 


Not Enough 


daughter.” 


little-larger settlement, 





Purple Cow 


Explained 
“Why is it that Gold 


flivver?” 


He—Did you see the Lafayette “Well, vou see. he 


Escadriile when you were abroad 
T % ’ : . 7 ’ _ os . 
rhe Dear! She—No! There’s very little danc- 


Louis—Turn your face this ing there now.- 
way 

Louise You'll kiss me if I do 

Louis—No, I won't 

Louise—Then what's the use?—Punch Bowl. 


Mabel 
Mabel sighs and shakes her head 
\t my thoughts of wedding ties; 
Weighing down my heart with lead, 
Mabel sighs 


hough fond pleadings I devise, 
\ll my hopes are long since sped, 
Gone my dreams of Paradise 


Some strong Cave Man she will wed 
At my downfall, I surmise, 
Since I am not, be it said, 

Mabel’s size.—Lampoon. 


Experienced 
“Oh, Jack, think of coming to ask papa’s 
consent in such old clothes.” 
“That’s all right. I’ve had one suit ruined.” 
—Awgwan. 


Purple Cou 


Guest- 


> 
to talk.” —Widow 


Candid 
-May I sit on your right hand? 


Hostess—No, I have to eat with that. 
had better take a chair.—Orange Peel. 





Wizard 


LIQUID PISTOL 


Will stop the most vicious dog (or 
man) without permanent injury. 
Perfectly safe to carry without danger of leakage 
Fires and recharges by pulling the trigger. Loads from any liquid. 
No cartridges required. Over 6 shots in one loading. Al! dealers 
or by mail, 500. Rubber covered Holster, 10c. With Pistol, 55c. 
order or postage stamps, se coin 


Parker Stearns & Co., 294 Sheffield Ave., Dept. E, Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Nick 







Repeating 


re) The boy—Why—why yes, sir. I caddied 
t\ for you last Sunday.—W idow. 
A 


She (as she entered parlor) 
You have not called on me 


egin- 
for- 


Suitor—I am for getting you 
can I have you?—W idou 


was 
her 


», no 


“T think I can give assent 
to your engagement to 


my 


“Er—lI was hoping for a 


sir, 


what — what?” — Williams 


stein 


is so quiet when driving his 


can’t 
take his hands off the wheel 


You 


el-plate 


Money 








ROMEIKE’S ***sureau'™” 


We will send you all newspaper clippings which 


may appear about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want to be “up-to- 
date."" Every newspaper and periodical of im- 


portance in the United States and Europe is 


searched. Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 








WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect 


| you wealth. 


Write for ““Needed Inventions” and “ 


our ideas, they may bring 


How to 


Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 


Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. ¢ 
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The Crisis c 








Drawn 
“Quick, Tony, put a shar; 


oy SANFORD 


‘TOUSEY 


Gathering the Harvest 


By Harry 


HERE are almost as many nice 

] things to steal from a hotel room 

as there ever were. ‘To be sure, 
the cakes of soap are smaller than they 
were before the war, but the towels are 
just as slippery as ever. This is one of the 
indoor sports that has not been seriously 
interfered with by the great conflict, and 
as a great Christian nation we ought to be 
thankful that we can still clean out a 
hotel room as of yore. 

How few people are really thorough in 
doing a thing of this kind though. They 
go away the next morning with a feeling 
that nothing has been overlooked. Stand- 
ing in the middle of the floor, they pan- 
oram the room with an appraising eye. 
“Well, I guess we haven’t forgotten any- 
thing,” they say, and then go out and 
leave a perfectly good rug on the floor. 
One should be efficient in these things. 

What a lot of things there are to gather 
in a hotel room, when one stops to think 
of it! The writing paper, for instance. 
You hate to write letters usually. But on 


Irvinc SHUMWAY 


n my bay’nt! There 





pulling out the single drawer 
in the table, you behold a 
nice pile of stationery, with a 
picture of the hotel in the 
corner and the number of 
baths there are init. This is 
the thing that hotels brag 
about, their baths. So you 
drag this out and write the 
following nineteen times; 
“Am stopping here. Having 
a wonderful Love to 
all.” If there is any paper 
left over, it into the 
bottom of the bag so it will 
lie flat. 


















time. 


goes 


Then there are the 
match safes, china ones. 
These don’t take up 
much room and you 


might as well take them 
along. They come in 
so handy at Christmas 
time. 

The enameled trays 
give a lot of bother un- 
less you have a large suit- 
They are too long 
to go in an ordinary bag. But one 
cannot leave them. They have such 


case. 





a Why stay thin as a rail? You don’t have to! 
And you don’t have to go through life with a chest 


that the tailor gives you; with arms of childish 
strength; with legs you can hardly stand on. And 
what about that stomach that flinches every tim« 


you try asquare meal? Are you a pill-feeder? 
Do you expect Health and Strength in tabloid 
form through pills, potions and other ex- 
ploited piffie? 
You can't do it; it can't be done. 


The only way to be well is t wiki up your body- 
of it through nature’s methods—not by pampering the 
stomact It is not fate that is making you a failure; it's 
that poor emaciated body of yours; your half sickness 


shows plain in y 


r face and the world loves althy 
be HEALTH Y—STRONG—VITAI 


people. So 
That’s LIVING Don't think t long; send three 
stamps to cover mailing expenses of my hook, “*Pro- 


motion and Conservation of Health, Strength 
and Mental Energy” written by the strongest phy 
ulture instructor in the world. 
LIONEL STRONGFORT 
Physical and Health Specialist 
589 PARK BLDG. 2 NEWARK, N. J. 


OH, YOU SKINNY! 











Central 


Parlor, bedroom and bath-— 


HOTEL SAN REMO 
_— “ae YORK. 


Overlooking Central Park's most picturesque lake 
y attractive during the Spring and Summer 1 
Appeals to father l 


Rooms and Bath $2.50 


r day and upwards. 


; mela = rong ey ad RATES 
"ease Write for Illustratec let 


1 Booklet. 
Ownership Management—EDMUND M. BRENNAN 








The Open Door 
“Have you an opening for me?”’ 
“You just came through it.” 


A Privilege of Distinction 


-00 per day and upwards. 


74th and 75th Streets 








pretty pictures of somebody’s beer 
on them. Anybody with any love 
of art at all can make sacrifices— 
and lug along a big suit-case. A 
tray can be inserted between a shirt 
in the shirt department of a suit-case. 

The water pitcher can be arranged 
for traveling very nicely, along with 
the glass. Wrap the glass in one of 
the lace curtains which can be readily 
removed from the window and then 
stuff it inside the pitcher. It will ride 
well, you will find. The other lace 
curtain can be wrapped around the 
soap dish, which can be coaxed to come 
along with the aid of a screw-driver. 

The soap and towels come last. 
Too bad, the towels have the name 


of the hotel embroidered on the 
corner. It will take half an hour to 
pick it out with a sharp knife 


when you get home. Hotels are so 
thoughtless; they never care how 
much work they make for anybody. 

Well, I guess we've got everything 
now but the Gideon Bible. 








“T cannot understand how such a distinguished author can 

















“War Babies”’ 


‘PT HIS amusing picture in full colors, 

x 12, mounted on a _ heavy 
mat, ready for the frame, will be 
sent postpaid for twenty-five cents 
Judge Art Print Department 


225 Fifth Avenue 


New York City 














be such an awful bore.” 
“Why, it would be too expe nsive for her to Say any thing 
interesting. 


She has to save all that for her book 


A Changed Verdict 
Hadn’t we better begin to be a little 
neighborly with the Greens? 


Busler 


Mrs. Busler—The Greens? ‘Those _ horrid 
things? Never! 
Busler—But they won’t possibly be able to 


use everything they’re raising in their war 
garden. 

Mrs. Busler—Oh! 
Very Necessary 

Mrs. Benham—Baby swallowed a quarter 
today. 

Benham—Tell him we need that kind of food 
to win the war. 

















“TABS” 


REGISTERED 


Send a Box to your Soldier Boy 


Lime Tabs 







5c. Fruit 


Tablets 
Packed Right 


Clove Tabs 
Anise Tabs 


Butter Tabs 








Pretent 
Aoplied for 


Eighteen 5c packages 
At your druggist for 90c, or send us $1.00 and we will send it prepaid. 
The soldier cannot drink water. It disagrees with him. 


The English have found sour hard candy a “‘Godsend.”’ 


520 West 36th Street, New York City 
For twenty years ‘‘King of Caramel Makers"’ 





Lemon Tabs 


Orange Tabs 


Assorted Tabs 

















: » B |: re ° 
aes asi ar The Tables of the Law 
Si! looked down at the sleept Z habe 
‘ “Ah. me,” she sighed, * How sweet By Mel BURGH WI 
“Tt ha ts mother’s nose and 


= oe TE'VE got to put the Hun to rout 
‘And W We've got to | tle. hustle out, 


Charli We ve got to gather round about 
Chapli Che timetabk 
Feet! 
nl We've got to save on what we eat, 
Statistics We've ant to save the juicy meat 
Old Uncle Eben Jones of Nashville went into And spread wit! substitutes for wheat 
a New York life insurance office and requested a rhe dinner tabk 
policy 
‘Why, uncle,” said the president, “ you are We've got to increase more and more 


Our men and guns and ships and store 
’ And use by sky and sea and shore 
you? 
* ¢een - : rhe multiplication table 
Ninety-seven come next August.” said the 
old man, and added testily, “If you folks will 


too old for us to take the risk How old are 


When this is done it will be found 


take the trouble to look up your statistics With victory we shall be crowned 
you'll find that mighty few men die after 
they're ninet y-seven.” The council table 


And help to dictate peace around 


JUDGE 
I’d Like to See a Moving 
Picture 


By Oaktey Conway 


HERE no woman wore jet from ear to 
gown ‘ 

Where there were no portraits in silve: 
frames, kissed, fondled gazed at, or, for that 
matter, anywhere in sight 

Where tiger head rugs were kept out of Harlen 
flats 

W here either of the leads could Zo through 
train wreck and retain a perfect memory 

Where the leading lady stayed off a day-bed 
for one entire reel 

Where the insert didn’t tiy to tell the story of 
the whole darned scene by a more or less 
clever suggestive drawing. (High priced and 
“better pictures” please copy 

Where Mary Pickford was well dressed 

Where a boudoir was without any fresh artit 
cial flowers 

Where heroes contined themselves to one finge: 
ting and to some other than the little finger 

Where one corner in any room would be bless 
edly vacant 

Where the heroine slept in an honest to good 
ness bed which did not resemble a reclining 
silk counter draped with an expensive awning 

Where Pauline Frederick did not bite her lip 

Where the beautiful blonde was not always 
pursued by too accommodating rays of sui 
and moonshine 

Where I can forget it was taken in California 

Where not all the adventuresses were Russian 

Where strangling be confined to vendettas 
feuds, perverts, and other vicious institu 
tions 

Where there is not a single sneek out, commonly 
called ** fade outs.” 

Where Mme. Petrova would have secured an 
up to date figure 

Where family scenes would not be indulged i: 
over the dead or nearly dead body of an im 
portant character in the story 

W here no one used the telephone 

Where the hotel desk concealed more artfully its 
papier maché characteristics and the clerk a 
character whom I felt was not a street cat 
conductor or an insane hospit il attendart 


Heard in the Reichstag 
The minority leader—The Government's ex 
planation of our persistent failure is patently 
untrue and does not satisfy the people 
The chancellor—Ah, but that was last week’s 
explanation. The Bureau of Explanations has 
prepared another that they will like much 


better 


Another JUDGE Hit Scored with the Brush 


"THIS clever picture, which 
appeared on a recent 


cover of JUDGE, has been 


. 
Fl 

; reproduced in full colors and 

mounted on a heavy mat, 

11 x 14, ready for the frame. 

It will be sent postpaid for 

| twenty-five cents cash or 


Le ive. 4) Sees) Steep. 
PETTICOATS and rANTS 
| JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
225 Fifth Avenue F3 New York City 
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“Poison—a Bullet, or—The Sword 


” | 
The supper party was over | 
But two had remained, and it was the voice of the abbé that broke the awful silence | 
She was the n ( I ( en ol! lovely young W ymant ood that ever grace 1 the most olute court ol | urope. | en 
her bitter vere Ce ite nat neve! is t ere created anything re es ee Oo near to absolute pe rect 
In the full fl fa ch envy could not dim—at the hands of those who should have been her most loyal protector 
he i tere choice of a | ble death “POISON, A BULLET, OR THE “SWORD!” Why: 
oe gl ( va escape Yet but read e tragi tor h all its thrilling details a the master word 
er di ( and tells for the first oie the story of THE M. RO ISE DE GANGES—of that extraordinary | 
fam vhose « ( ed the ention of France for nearly a centu ld by the great Dumas in 


THE CELEBRATED CRIMES OF HISTORY 


“(5 t criz »nl | ro part int 


THE NEW YORK HERALD, 


n of D 


t “LES CRIMES CELEBRES, 
Edition ‘ | 


e Publ $125 


Historical Cite and 
Their Crimes 


Joanna of Naples 
Man in the Iron Mask 
Martin Guerre 

The Borgias 

Marquise de Ganges 
Karl Ludwig Sand 
Urban Grandier 

Mary Stuart 

The Cenci 

Murat 

Derues 

Ali Pacha 

Comtesse de Saint-Geran 
Nisida 

Marquise de Brinvilliers 
Vaninka 

La Constantin 


Massacres in the South of France—Crimes 
committed in the Name of Religion. 





NONE OF THE EDI- 
TIONS OF DUMAS 
CONTAIN THESE 
STORIES. NO SET 
OF DUMAS IS 
COMPLETE WITH- 
OUT THEM. 














NEVER BEFORE TRANSLATED 





ld’ ne not t kn 
ine. THE CELEBRATED CRIMES. OI 
ight year by Dumas upon many I person 
\lexander D l uil with delight t t 
‘ r the first time available at hin 
iS l rapped up by weal 
) ) fa 
The Infamous Borgias 
The awe } 
lged en kn ere I 
hur , r 
I t r é 
wea n ohfs , | 
n Bril nt \ 
1y Dark Ac oe 
< m«¢ of ext il ta 4 
that turn me bla 
Here we ec ( “ ] rT! 
crew ( greed ravin 
fla er le I 1 yy Id W C c 
f the eautiful nd dey aved | ‘ 
the head a Madonna Raphael e hea 
i Me lina ben } 1 a e ex W 
the intr é eval _ court r 
I ler bd is, | nin wn 
( nicle ft eyewitne , those na n 
which, without embarrassment, call a id ide 





8 VOLUMES beautifully bound in cloth 

GOLD TOPS with Monogram in GOLD FIELD 
ILLUSTRATIONS by Wagrez 
RENAISSANCE TITLE PAGES by Giraldon 
Large Clear Type Good Paper 


9? 


the aid of such a book 
Hi tor} i enraptu 


f t times without 
HISTORY. The lover of 


Age ni 


| 
red 


gated 
pl ites 


ofier 


unexpur 
ame 


Dumas’ Masterpiece 


prelny ay necomiptely Aare pom ew tnt oT On Ye conden’ 

Dun I The highest praise 
An ire w L ae Robert Louis Steven 
ompetent dges among English litterateurs 
te that the French so jealous 
ilf a century had elapsec e it was 
iding world ad then through the en 
publisher 





Seeing Is Believing 


ou need send now, with the But be 
end today 


want 


ens to applicants for 


coupon 
disappoint you, as so ofte 
i ts nited offers who ; 
let this opportunity pass 

And we refund your 


to 





re paid. 





MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. 
1116 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 


Enclosed is $1.00, first p ayment on the 8 volume set of 
umas Celebrate to be shipped charges pre 
ve full special price, $13.00, « 

more) per month following receipt o 
will within five days ask for instructions for 
it your expense, my $1.00 to be refunded on 





J 7-6-18 





Occupation State 






































